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Nothing is better than J^JuKlothcx. 

Landlubber jeans, bells, shirts, jumpsuits, overalls, jackets, pants, western-wear and other gear. That's all there is. 
For a full color poster of this ad send $1.00 to Landlubber poster #12-L, Box 8006, Boston, Massachusetts 02114. 
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GEGRGE C4CLIN 
TALES /U5GUTI I U \ I I E 
AND HIS NEWALEIM, #*EU&AA4t* 

"About a year or so ago I discovered I was 
no longer in my 'act' The main reason 1 had 
become a comedian was missing — self-
expression The act wasn't me. It was all disc 
jockeys, quiz contestants, newscasters, little 
old ladies and weathermen Now I'm in there 
again. This album represents that transition 

"It's called FM & AM because FM represents 
my newer, freer approach to comedy and AM is 
the older, more rigid style I'm coming 
away from. 

"Do I like the album' Well, I listened to it as hard 
as I could and pretended I'd never heard the 
lines before, which I thought would be hard to 
do, but it wasn't, and yeah, I really enjoyed it 

"This album is 
important to me 
because it tells 
a lot about me..." 

"I now have an emotional relationsnip with my 
audience which never existed before. We 
identify back and forth There are emotional 
ties which make it more than )ust an audience 
and an entertainer —it makes us real friends 
That's one of the biggest dividends of my whole 
change —true acceptance by an audience" 

"FM & AM" A new George Carlin 
album. Now available on Little 
David Records and Tapes. 
(Tapes distributed by Ampex.) 
An Atlantic Custom Label. 

USE THE POWER ( 1 8) REGISTER AND VOTE 
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ONLY ROCK CROUP 
IN THE WORLD THAT 
DOESN'T NEED MUSIC. 

Throb to that jungle beat! 

Thrill to 
searing solos! 

Baffle your 
foreign friendsv 

The Collected Works: 

1. 

Turn it up real loud 
and dig the feedback! 

" ' Th0FireS^eatre - 3 -
Resents 

4: 

l.CS 9518—"Waiting for the 
Electrician or Someone Like 
Him." Peregrinations in the 
past. The whole of human 
history nicely condensed into 
a true laff riot. 

2.CS 9884—"How Can You Be 
In Two Places at Once When 
You're Not Anywhere at All." 
The Adventures of Nick 

!8gjg£^ 
Danger and a journey down 
the potholed highway of The 
American Dream. 

3.C 30102*—"Don' t Crush 
That Dwarf, Hand Me the 
Pliers." George Tirebiter, 
Porgy and Mudhead take you 
back to high school, into the 
heart of darkness, and up, 
down, and away. 

4.C 3 0 7 3 7 * — " I Think We're 
All Bozos on This Bus." 
Romping through the swamp 
of the future. Zips, Bozos, 
Bogies, Beaners, and 
Berserkers. Beware. 

5. KG 31099*—"Dear Friends." 
The new one—a two-record 
set of live performances from 
their memorable radio 
propaganda series. 

On Columbia RecordsM 
5Also available on tape 
,UM(JIA "SjjjMARCASREG PRINTED IN U S A 
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SHJUSE 
"It seems more like twenty-five 

months ago than twenty-five years 
that Douglas Kenney, R. K. Hoffman, 
and I arrived in New York, late in 
October, to found the National Lam
poon. We had come down from Boston 
on the Shuttle. It cost only $13 back 
then. A cab ride from La Guardia Air
port to our offices, which in those days 
consisted of a hamster cage and part 
of a rat maze at the headquarters of 
Twenty-Firs t Century Publishing 
Company (later Twenty-First Cen
tury Communications, Inc., the vast 
media conglomerate) in the West Side 
Federal Building at 1790 Broadway, 
was only $5.75. You could ride the 
subway for 30 cents, get a drink for 
$1.35, a haircut for $3.50, and a good 
meal for about $12, and you could 
walk along Fifth from Fifty-ninth to 
Seventy-ninth after dark without fear, 
so long as you stayed on the east side 
of the avenue. 

"It was obvious from the start that 
none of us knew what he was doing, 
which was just as well, since the first 
few issues, which are now collector's 
items under the same logic that holds 
that a rock collection that includes 
jade, rose quartz, and amethyst would 
be incomplete without a lump or two 
of soft coal and a chip of granite, were 
probably the most flagrant wastes of 
trees since the empire of Ivar Kreuger, 
the 'Swedish match king,' collapsed. 
And on the newsstand the magazine 
was enjoying roughly the same popu
larity as a steak house in Calcutta. In 
the back rooms, they were lunching 
on Havatampas and humming 'Near
er My God to Thee.' 

"It was then that Mike Gross (now 
President of Gross Products, the huge 
design cartel) took over the design of 
the magazine, and the issues stopped 
looking like something put out by the 
Resistance in the cellar of a bistro 
showing how to make plastique, out of 
pate, and sales started to rise. It wasn't 
a moment too soon. Everyone was be
ginning to doubt our explanations that 
the reason it took ninety days for them 
to be paid was that our checks went 
out so quickly that Einsteinian rela
tivity set in or, for that matter, that 
the Lorentz-FitzGerald contraction 
theory adequately explained the re
ductions in their face value that in
variably occurred in flight. 

"The first of the group that was 
later to gain fame as the Plaza Oyster 
Bar Corner Table was George W. S. 
Trow (Lord Havisham since his mar
riage to Consuela Phelpps-Dodge), 
who had been president of the Har
vard Lampoon. It was through George 
that we met Michael O'Donoghue, 
with whom George had been collabo
rating on the film Savages, which 
subsequently won the Venice Film 
Festival Gold Medal. It was the first 
production of what later became 
Trow- O -Do Productions, from whose 

offices in the Chrysler Building there 
have issued to date thirty-one movies 
and seven Broadway plays and musi
cals. 

"Our first meeting with Michael 
took place in a delicatessen on Eighth 
Avenue. He quickly decided that we 
weren't the unfunniest people in the 
country but that if David Frost went 
back to England, we might get the 
nod. As he later recounted in the 
course of some remarks on receiving 
an honorary degree from Harvard 
College last year: 'Kenney and Beard 
were eating turkey sandwiches. I 
thought that had aspects of cannibal
ism, and I felt I was hitching my 
wagon to a very small asteroid.' " 

From The Years with Beard, by Anne 
Beatts. Reprinted by permission of 
the author and her agent. 

Cover: A commemorative design by 
Michael Doret specially commis
sioned for our Pig-iron Anniversary. 
The large numeral 25 symbolizes Pas
sage of Time in the Face of Adversity; 
the decorative swirls represent Oppor
tunities, Both Those Missed and 
Those Taken; the 75<? denotes Money 
in the Bank, Taken There by People 
Who Laughed All the Way; and the 
impressive roster of names signifies 
the Gullibility of Man, In Spite of It 
All. Thanks, and a tip of the Nat-
LampCo porkpie to architect Gamal 
El-Zoghby, for permitting us to film 
"The Playboy Fallout Shelter" in his 
Playboy Fallout Shelter. • 
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"...as he slowly crushed her to his 
bosom she looked up into his tender 
eyes and said: 7 want a cracker!'" 

<^>. 

You can tell a lot about a magazine 
by the kind of cartoons it runs. 

ther stripe. Dinner's ready." 

Saturday Review is concerned 
about literature, ecology, the arts, 
politics, education, science, travel, com.' 
munications, and ideas in general. 

So it should come as no surprise 
that even its cartoons are thought pieces. 

They help provide the environ' 
ment for serious articles such as: 

"The Lyndon Johnson Papers" by 
John Kenneth Galbraith. 

"The Dossier Invades the Home" 
by Ralph Nader . 

"Mercury: How Much Are W e 
Eating?" by Peter and Katherine 
Montague. 

"The Sexes: Getting It All 
Together" by Faubion Bowers. 

"The Politics of Ecology" 
By Harvey Wheeler. 

"The Alternative to Schooling" 
by Ivan Illich. 

"Stravinsky and the Century" by 
Pierre Boulez;. 

"The Failure of Federal Gun Con' 
trol" by Carl Bakal. 

Larded in with these are reviews 
of the latest events in art, literature, 
music, dance, theatre, and film. 

Then, there are the addicting puz,' 
zles for which Saturday Review has 
become famous. 

There's the Kingsley Double-
Crostic, reigning monarch of the cross
word puzzle world. 

Even our ads are aimed at an 
elite, thinking audience. Like this sample, 
from our classified columns: 

GOTHIC HARP, Flemish, is,h century, uncovered In 
research. Copies of instrument are available tor collectors 
and musicians, Irom SI60.00. 50* (or brochure. Gothic 
Harp, Box 18028, Cleveland Heights, Ohio 44118. 

"/ hope you realize, son, that it takes 
lour times as much shampoo to wash your 

hair as it does mine and all that extra 
shampoo is foaming into the ecosystem." 

"It's a list ol 

"I was speeding to get home before the drinks 
started to affect me!" 

A n d Frazer Young's Literary 
Crypt, which provides a weekly cipher 
to tax your cryptographic ingenuity, and 
"Your Literary I .Q." which can make 

you feel as though you are practically 
illiterate. 

Saturday Review is the kind of 
magazine you can easily spend ten 

hours a week with, without getting bored. 

Saturday Review is a refreshing 
magazine for people who feel the com
pelling need to keep informed on a wide 
variety of important subjects. 

W e think you'll love it. 

,. Saturday Review-, 
380 Madison Avenue,*'New York, N.Y. 10017 

Dear Saturday Review, 
Enter my introductory subscription to Saturday 

Review at the HALF PRICE RATE OF 34 
ISSUES FOR O N L Y £3.93 (that's a $17-00 
newsstand value; regularly $7.85 by subscription) — 
with a guarantee that I must enjoy it or you'll give 
me a full refund. _ „ , , , „ . _ 

(Offer good only in U.S. and Canada.) 
DPayment Enclosed D Bill me 

A167 
. 1 - MM - - • ! 

©|*71S»turdiy IV. ;:..•. I.. 
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Sirs: 
Why did the moron leave his car by 

a "no parking" sign? 
Sessue Hayakawa 
Hollywood, Calif. 

Sirs: 
Because he wanted to go to a Japa

nese theatre. 
Yukio Mishima 

Mt. Sirabachi, Nippon 
Sirs: 

One thing about being an "insider" 
on your magazine is that somebody 
there probably knows the real reason 
why the cartoons of Michael O'Don-
oghue are missing from the rip-off 
anthology version of "How to Write 
Good"! 

Juan Hu Nose 
Handbuzzer, Id. 

Sirs: 
Just another manuscript I dashed 

off while I was on my Mediterranean 
jaunt. I call i t . . . 

ROMAN HOLIDAY 
"Paul? Are you awake?" I 

whispered as my hand touched 
the intricately carved door that 
led to his bedchamber. 

There was no answer from 
within, but I knew he would be 
awake. 

Waiting. 
Silently, I turned the latch and 

slipped into his room, my small, 
bare white feet cold against the 
ancient stone floor. He was sitting 
up in bed, a quill in his hand, and 
had been working at a small night 
table. In the flickering candle
light, his stern, intense face made 
him appear like another of those 
gargoyles Mother and I had 
made so much of in France the 
summer before . . . grotesque, yet 
at the same time, strangely mov
ing. 

"Paul, I . . . have something I 
want to . . . to . . ." 

But my voice was pinched in 
my throat, and my heart beat like 
a trip-hammer in my small, white 
breast, my body still not many 
months past the first blushing 
ripeness of girlhood. My trem
bling hand went to the ribbon at 
the neck of my chemise and, 
abandoning all further pretense, 
let the flimsy garment fall to my 
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shivering ankles, my nakedness 
filling his eyes in the glow of the 
sputtering tapers. He put down 
his quill. 

Then, without remembering 
how or why, I found myself cling
ing to him, our bodies pressed to
gether, his hands inquiring . . . 
searching. Moaning, I let his thin, 
strong hands roam over my quak
ing body while his tongue sought 
my diamond-hard nipples, the 
cleft of my buttocks, the fringed 
secrets below. 

"Oh yes, Paul, yes! There, 
touch me there!" 

In a moment, he was inside me 
and the breakers of passion ex
ploded upon the cliffs of our de
sire. 

"Ach! Vat ist going on?" 
Suddenly, a harsh voice rang 

out and a flashlight winked on, 
blinding and transfixing us on the 
bed in the very midst of our mad 
writhings—he, perspiring, on top, 
me, speared no less than a 
Mediterranean pompano, spread-
eagled on the bottom. 

I t was the Swiss Guard. They 
had discovered us. 

"Hans! Hans! Mach schnell!" 
the guard's voice rasped. "Der 
l iddle Amerikanner tourister 
schvinehund ist schtupping der 
Pope!" 

"Paul, Paul!" I shrieked as 
rough hands dragged me to my 
feet, "don't just lie there fiddling 
with your beads, do something!" 

"Look-a kiddo," he sneered in 
the broken English he had 
learned when he was but a lowly 
parmigiano-sprinkler in a Brook
lyn Pizza Hut, "da jig she's-a 
up!" He hunched his shoulders 
and shrugged in that simple peas
ant manner that I had learned 
to love so deeply on our secret 
Lambretta picnics in the rolling 
countryside on the outskirts of 
the Vatican, but a manner that 
now seemed crude, cold. How 
could I have been so deceived? 

"But Paul—" I whimpered as 
the Swiss Guard threw me over 
and strode briskly to the door, his 
cruel-looking pike grazing the 
aforementioned cleft of my but
tocks. 

"G'wan, beat it, you-a little 
tramp-a," Paul laughed, closing 
the door forever, "I gotta special 
bull I gotta knock-a out for all-a 
da wops in-a square tomorrow. 
Doan' forget to-a say ciao to 
you-a momma-mia too, heh heh!" 

His heartless laughter still 
echoed hollowly in my ears, as I 
wondered what Mother could 
ever have seen in him. He, a one

time parmigiano-sprinkler in a 
Brooklyn Pizza Hut, and my own 
momma, the Mother Superior of 
the largest and most powerful 
convent school in Baltimore, 
Maryland! 

Boy, was I honked off. 
THE END 

I hope your readers will enjoy that 
as much as they did "Blind Date 
with Hitler" in your last issue. By the 
way, I still haven't received my check 
for "The Moose and I," and if you 
think I'm sitting around here on my 
step-ins knocking this stuff out for my 
health, you've got the wrong patsy! 

Speaking of Patsy, tell her I got the 
pattern and the material, but I can't 
figure out whether the velveteen trim 
goes over or around the hooves. 

See ya 'round the campus. 
Florence Nesbitt 

Montreal, Canada 

Sirs: 
My name is Timothy Leary. 

Timothy Leary 
Zurich, Switzerland 

Sirs: 
My name is Timothy Leary. 

Timothy Leary 
Zurich, Switzerland 

sRRis# 
myi Nmmea stxa tmitthhe lllreeryy 

tmitthhe llreeryy 
zoork, zwiszszirlnd 

Sirs: 
Hey, you forgot the letter you 

usually run calling me an asshole. 
David Frost 

London, England 
Dear Sirs, 

Enclosed please find a study I have 
just completed showing the unmis
takable link between the dramatic in
crease in the frequency and duration 
of sunspots and the spread of unit 
pricing, which I think your readers 
would find very informative. 

Philip Dack 
Moth City, Mo. 

Dear Sir, 
Hasn't it ever struck you as odd 

that so many distinguished women 
use their middle names? There's Mar
garet Chase Smith, Ivy Baker Priest, 
Edna St. Vincent Millay, Louisa May 
Alcott, Alice Roosevelt Longworth, 
Helen Gahagan Douglas, Shirley 
Temple Black, and Mary Baker Eddy, 
to name only a few. And, of course, 
there's me. 

Claire Booth Luce 
New York, N.Y. 

Dear Funny Guys, 
You really crack me up, you know 

that? No shit, you really crack me up. 
Stan Grenshen 
Weed, N. Mex. 

On his first night 
at Potpourri, there was 

standing-room-only 
for every set. Even the 

ones who couldn't 
squeeze into the coffee 

house stood outside 
in silence to hear him. 
And few left 'til the 

last show was over. The 
overall show, however 

is st rick I y Van Zandt style. 
During his stage sets, 
no one spoke a word. 

Many sat trance-like as 
the minstrel wove a 

web of images all around 
them. It was vaguely 

like going to church, and 
the high priest 
called the shots. 

THE DAILY TEXAN 
The University of Texas at Austin 

(POPPY) 

A Growing 
Concern 

NATIONAL Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



by Paul Krassner 

Who says that the younger genera
tion refuses to follow any of the exam
ples set for it by senior citizens? 

In Martinez, California, a seventy-
six-year-old man married a sixty-
year-old woman as an act of anarchy. 
This pair of elderly hospital patients 
had been prevented from watching the 
Johnny Carson show by a state law 
that prohibits unwed couples in a con
valescent hospital from watching late-
night television together. However, 
their marriage of convenience circum
vented this insane statute. 

And now a couple of my acquaint
ance has taken the same legal step for 
a reason at least as practical. 

He is a disabled Marine veteran 
entitled to a free trip anywhere in the 
world once a year. He is allowed to 
bring with him a dependent. She has 
just married him in order to meet that 
qualification. They will probably get 
a quickie divorce when they return 
from India. 

In Toronto, a sixty-two-year-old 
welfare recipient has become the first 
man in Canada to be granted alimony 
payments from his wife. Of course, our 
heroine is involved with Women's Lib
eration and will not seek alimony. 
Money, yes, but it won't be called 
alimony. I t will be called reparations. 

When you enter marriage on such a 
flimsy pretext, you don't have any 
need to worry about exiting on the 
basis of such superficialities as, for 
example, baldness. Not that our hero 
is bald. He's very hairy, in fact. Her 
mother would not approve of the mar
riage because the guy isn't Jewish, 
but he's such a stoned hippie freak 
that it doesn't make any difference 
what his religion is. That's America 
to me! 

On the other head, suppose she were 
the one to grow bald? If you were the 
husband, would you prefer that she 
wear a wig or would you accept still 
another facet of the natural look along 
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with hairy legs and tufted armpits? I 
am not attacking equality of the sexes 
here; I'm merely posing a few objec
tive questions. 

In truth, such consciousness has be
gun to permeate society even to its 
linguistic roots. Witness the Nickelo
deon Theatre in Santa Cruz, whose 
Newsletter begins thusly: 

Dear Patrons, 
Women's lib is an idea whose 

time has come. You wouldn't be
lieve how many times I got shot 
down for inadvertently address
ing my last newsletter "Dear Sir." 
Here's what we'll be showing in 
the weeks to come: Starting Wed
nesday . . . will be Louis Malle's 
warmhearted comedy about in
cest between mother and son. . . . 

We've come a long way, baby, in
deed. But back to the wedding. The 
ceremony was charmingly performed 
by a minister of the Universal Life 
Church. Four other guests, including 
myself and some dude with a seagull 
on his back because his albatross is on 
a leave of absence, were also ministers 
in this doctrine-defying religious or
der. We were thinking of performing 
a multivoiced benediction like some 
sort of Greek chorus, but chickened 
out for fear of future conspiracy 
charges. 

The bride had gone to the local 
bakery and requested the grossest 
wedding cake they had. But what 
baker would admit to such an accom
plishment with any professional 
pride? They settled for a standard 
cake generally designed for couples 
off on a hurried marriage ceremony 
in Las Vegas. I t had all kinds of gaudy 
decoration punctuated with symbols 
of gambling—a little roulette wheel, 
a pair of dice, three miniature playing 
cards—and frilly-sweet lettering that 
spelled out GOOD LUCK. Naturally, a 
guest immediately changed this to 
read GOOD FUCK. 

And, as if that were an instruction, 
a lady in a nun's costume jumped into 
the heated pool with the bridegroom 
and began simulated water-humping. 
Twenty additional guests joined these 
particular festivities. 

Cut to a discussion being taped for 
WHVI television with students from 
Temple and the University of Penn
sylvania. The topic: "The Problems 
Facing Blacks in Journalism and 
Broadcasting." Tony Brown, dean of 
the School of Communications at 
Howard University, mentions that 
black students at Howard have dis
ciplined their lives around worthwhile 
projects. 

"The blacks at Howard don't smoke 
any weed, don't take any kind of 
drugs, don't fornicate, don't play 
cards. They don't waste their time 

doing any of these things. They are 
more " 

"Sorry, Mr. Brown," interrupts the 
director. "You can't use that word." 

"What word?" 
"Fornicate." 
"Yeah, Mr. Brown," says a student. 

"You should've used fuck." 
"What do you mean I can't use that 

word?" 
"You have to remember, you're 

talking to college students." 
I remember in junior high school 

we used to sing "Forniculee, fornicu-
l a t e . . . " 

Well, then, we've got a long way to 
go, baby. 

The newly weds bestowed gifts upon 
each other. He gave her a contem
porary token of his affection: a mono-
grammed speculum for cervix exami
nation. She gave him a poetic encap
s u l a t i o n of the marital institution: 
genuine dinosaur coprolite cuff links 
and tie tack. 

Presumably, coprolite is a deriva
tive of coprophilia, for here is the of
ficial description from the J. P.. Darby 
catalog out of which he selected his 
gift: 

You just never know just what 
may be a collector's item some 
day, do you? The dinosaurs blith-
ly gamboled over the earth's sur
face millions of years ago care
lessly dropping their excrement 
and not caring a bit. Now—we 
have a name for it—real dignified 
one too—coprolitel And the darn 
stuff is gorgeous!!! Rock-hard, 
gleaming and glowing in multi-
tones of blue vividly splashed 
with brilliant red veins, beauti
fully mounted on gold-plated fit
tings. It may sound like we're 
putting you on-—but just wait 
until you put them on. Never be
fore anything like them—even 
come with a certificate of authen
ticity. A rare find for your special 
caveman. The conversation piece 
of all time! 

"Hey, congratulations on your mar
riage. Say, what are those eerie-look
ing cuff links and tie tack you're 
wearing?" 

"Genuine dinosaur coprolite!" 
"No shit!" 
"No, yes shit, I have the pedigree 

to prove it. . . ." 
The weird thing is, the wording on 

the certificate of authenticity is exact
ly the same as on their marriage li
cense. • 

Paul Krassner is Editor and Zen 
Bastard of The Realist ($3 a year), 
and author of How a Satirical Editor 
Became a Yippie Conspirator in Ten 
Easy Years ($7), available from The 
Realist, 595 Broadway, New York, 
N.Y. 10012. 
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Peter Yarrow steps forward from Peter, Paul and Mary with Peter, an album which tells his story in a dozen original songs: 

Don't Ever Take Away My Freedom • Mary Beth • Beautiful City • Greenwood • River of Jordan • Weave Me the Sunshine • Goodbye Josh • 
Plato's Song • Take Off Your Mask • Side Road • Wings of Time and Tall Pine Trees 

Available now on Warner Bros. Records (and Ampex-distributed tapes). 
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MARBORO 
MAIL COUPON TODAY FOR BEST SELECTIOf 

P826. "AMERICA, 
of brotherhood 
black. 24" x 36". 

AMERICA.." Collage 
in the U S A ; sepia & 

Only 1.00 

.SUPPOSE THEY 
GAVE A WAR. Silk-

ii—Black & dayglo 

Mil. EROTICA. 'Flaming Day. 
glo cerise, orange, yellow, 
purple, blue, matte black; vivid Davglo highlights. screen—Black & dayglo l\'" !•"•• ' ue matte otacK; 

nH'xiS' Only 1.00 «<•• 25 " 38 -SZ-rriol 2.98 silkscreen. 21"x33" Only l.M 

P87I. Gill••",•: LOVE. 
Couple embracing against 
background of sea and 
sand.l7!4"x23":o.i;y 1.98 xW 

P655. TOO LATE THE HERO. 
Full Color on coated stock; 
dark red predominates. 30" 

Only 1.98 

P966. MEANEST SOB 
INTHEVALIEY. 23rd 

;vise: litho
graph in multi-hued 
Dayglos. 23"x3S" 

Only 1,98 

P333. W.C. FIELDS: " I 
NOTE THE DEROGA
TORY RUMORS . . . " 
B /w photo. 22"x29" 

Only 1.49 
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ART SALE POSTERS AND ART REPRODUCTIONS 
decorate like crazy! BIG . BRIGHT. EXCITING 

& NOT EXPENSIVE *1 

P501. CAUTION: KEEP OUT OF 
REACH OF CHILDREN*. "M i l k 
in such containers may be un
fit for human consumption. 
B / W ; 19" x 29". Only 1.00 

P698. LET IT BE. Viv id Day 
glo yellow, cerise, blue, 

5l ' i " x3 .1 " . ' Only 1.00 

PI35, Doll: INVENTIONS OFTHE MONSTERS. Surrealistic 
masterpiece. Browns predominate, with burnt orange 
& gold highlights; 24"xlSj&". Pub. at $7.50. Only 2.98 

P949. PATIENCE, MY ASSI 
I'm Gonna KIM Something) 
Two vultures; cerise, yel
low, green, blue, orange. 
2 3 " x 3 5 " . O n / y l . 9 8 

MARBORO dept. NL-208 
131 Varick St., New York, N.Y. 10013 
Please send me the i tems circled below. (Pie 
add 75c postage and handl ing on all orders.) 

MINIMUM MAIL ORDER {3.00 

• Enclosed f ind S • Send C. 
Charge my: <check< 
I Sank name for Master Charge ' Amer.l Dinersl 

. Exp. | Club [ 
i — i — i — i — i l 

Bank Nu 

& wr i te in your e 

P21 PI 35 P316 P594 P744 

P22 P166 P3 t8 P595 P745 

P37 PI 72 P332 P622 P7S1 

P5B PI 79 P333 P623 P761 

P77 P184 P337 P624 P762 

P78 P187 P339 P628 P763 

P79 P189 P359 P641 P767 

P80 PI 94 P361 P655 P769 

P81 P203 P392 P668 P771 

P82 P211 P401 P673 P773 

P83 | F R E E ! POSTER w i th every order . | 

P84 P212 P409 P674 P775 

P85 P214 P412 P678 P778 

P86 P220 P438 P679 P779 

P88 P223 P484 P692 P78B 

P94 P224 P491 P697 P789 

P95 P228 P501 P898 P813 

P112 P239 P519 P710 P814 

P I22 P292 P5B2 P731 P816 

P I 2 7 P310 

Name 

Address 

Z ip 

C i t y State. Code. 
New York City reildenti edd 7% city tales Ux. Other Ne. 
:7.t':.- r - .: '.!-. -•'•:: -nr.p' r-U'r .n::„ I •••!:'. P- A f,., 
extra for CO n GUAHANTI.I: if n:.t • t:<f;:d, return orde 
10-dey examination end money will be cheerfully refi 
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Dear Diary, 
Spiggy is off at a Boy Scouts 

awards dinner (he thinks they may 
surprise him with The Golden Marsh-
mallow) ; the apartment is quiet; and 
I must admit to being the teensiest 
bit bored and listless. To occupy these 
solitary hours, I have taken to reread
ing some of the previous entries I 
made in you, starting way back 
in Volume One (May, 1942-June, 
1945) the night Spiggy and I were 
married! That first entry I made on 
our wedding night (well, I didn't ac
tually make it in the diary because T 
had locked myself in the hotel bath
room, and the only writing materials 
I had was a Maybelline pencil and the 
cover of a Pageant magazine, which 
I Scotch-taped in later) tickles me 
now, being so full of naive, girlish illu
sions about Life, and particularly, ess 
ee ex. I never even finished that entry, 
dear Diary, because the hotel man
ager finally got the door off the hinges 
and Spiggy charged in like the raging, 
lusty buck he is (well, was). Need
less to say, that first night of fiery bliss 
was probably a memorable one—I 
say "probably" because just before 
they broke down the door I had, in my 
childish panic, swallowed the con
tents of every container in the medi
cine cabinet, including a Family Size 
bottle of Romilar CF cough syrup, 
and, needless to say, my recollections 
of that Magic Night are somewhat 
hazy. 

Moving on to more recent entries, 
I found myself giggling in spite of my
self at the little trials that befell us 
all on Inauguration Day. 

The night before, Dick, Spiggy, and 
Mr. Graham had had a little "victory 

nip" in our rumpus room while Mr. 
Graham was supposed to be compos
ing the Invocation on his portable 
tape recorder for the next day, and 
the next morning when Dick listened 
to it, all it was was a lot of cackling 
and parts of a rather risk-ay story 
Mr. Graham knew about the Pope and 
Jack Kennedy trapped in a girls' 
school. Well, of course, Dick had to 
get him to redo it, but first he and 
Spiggy had to wake Mr. Graham up, 
which, I can assure you, was no easy 
task, particularly since it took the 
better part of an hour to even find 
him (he was asleep in the clothes 
hamper under Randy's soiled quilt). 
Finally, he was all dressed and wak
ing up a little when the phone rang 
and it was Tricia saying that Pat had 
been up rather late herself practicing 
her smile in the mirror (she some
times has trouble getting one or the 
other of her lips back over her teeth 
at the same time) and had had a little 
tipple herself and now she and Julie 
couldn't get her to stand up either. 
Dick was a little flustered at this, but 
Spiggy, who was still trying to get Mr. 
Graham's pants on over his shoes, told 
Dick to have them stick that hat rack 
with casters on the base up the back 
of her dress and we could roll her to 
the ceremony. Dick gave Spiggy a 
sharp look, as I recall, and said he 
would remember that the next time 
Hank Kissinger asked to have 
Spiggy's office space in the White 
House (he did), but at that point 
Spiggy had Mr. Graham all dressed 
and standing up, sort of. Dick then 
told me to force-feed him some cot
tage cheese and ketchup to get his 
blood circulating, but all it did was 

.JLD-ILA 
"I'm a Longhorn something or other. I've never given it much thought. What 
are you?" 

make Mr. Graham gag and make a 
mess down the front of his pants, 
which Spiggy had just spent so much 
time getting on in the first place. 

Well, dear Diary, I won't relate 
what Dick said then, but I think to 
this day that no one at the ceremony 
ever noticed that there were two 
people on the platform with little 
casters behind their shoes, and some
body else was wearing black shoe 
polish on his legs instead of trousers. 
(Spiggy had a grudge, and a cold, 
which lasted for three weeks after, and 
I think maybe that's when he started 
making up all those little jokes about 
Dick's breath.) 

But so much for the past. Nostalgia 
is a thing for those who are too afraid 
to face the present (that's what Dick 
told Mr. Kai-shek, anyway, the night 
he called from Taiwan threatening to 
attack California with suicide sam
pans) , and I should count my bless
ings, I know. 

There have been little rays of sun
light for me these past few months, 
like the time Spiggy and I went to 
welcome Pat back from her African 
tour and Martha Mitchell made such 
a fuss about the wonderful ceremonial 
mask Pat had brought back as a 
souvenir and it turned out that it 
wasn't a mask at all: we had arrived 
a little too early (although on the 
phone she had said Hawaiian Punch 
at 5:30) and had caught Pat before 
she had had time to put on her make
up. 

What a giggle we girls had at that 
one. 

That same day Pat told us what 
wonderful people the Africans were 
and shouldn't we help them with their 
unemployment problem by seeing if 
TV needed any more Flip Wilsons 
(she said she saw hundreds that 
looked just like him) and maybe send 
them some of our old banjos and Pull
man cars, which prompted Hank 
Kissinger's famous comment about 
where Pat was when God had passed 
out His briefings. 

And I must say, having the children 
home was a treat, even if Kim did say 
that awful thing about what her high-
school sorority sisters (I think they 
call themselves the "Third Bases" or 
"Out of This Worlders" or something 
like that) thought of Spiggy's joke 
he made on TV about what Mr. Lind
say should do about the welfare prob
lem in New York and how the 
ASPCA should start pulling its own 
weight anyway. However, I am 
obliged to note that it was not neces
sarily a treat having Dick's children 
over for that pajama party Pat in
sisted upon (it seems that her brood 
has been in Washington five times 
in the last year, and I have had to give 
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FACES • ALICE COOPER • JETHROTULL 
T. REX • SEALS & CROFTS • CAPTAIN BEEFHEART 

FLEETWOOD MAC • JERRY GARCIA • ARLO GUTHRIE 
and more than a dozen more top record stars 

present 

THE DOUBLE 
RECORD 

ALBUM OF 
THE YEAR! 

one for them each time—which makes 
me stop and think, now that I think 
about i t ) . The Eisenhower boy is 
never really any trouble as long as I 
can keep him, the kitten, and the elec
tric toothbrush in separate rooms, and 
he does so love his blue naval uni
form. As a matter of fact, he once 
kept me up the whole night telling me 
about how much fun it was to fight the 
Commies with his missile ship, and 
he obviously was having such a good 
time I didn't have the heart to tell him 
that Dick had the Navy rig up a 
special control panel on board, espe
cially for David, that was only con
nected to a screen that showed reruns 
of Victory at Sea. 

As for Tricia, well, I must say that 
that poor Cox boy must want that ap
pointment to the Supreme Court next 
year very, very badly. No wonder 
he 

Dear Diary, who do I think I'm kid
ding? I can fool Spiggy, and I can 
fool everyone else and their wives 
from the office, but I know I can't fool 
you. These last few months have been 
so terribly . . . well, the people Spiggy 
must work with and who I have to 
smile at and chatter with . . . the 
whole f 

Oops! That was the phone. Spiggy 
just called to say that the Boy Scout 
dinner was canceled because some 
I.R.A. sympathizer called up and said 
there was an exploding potato on one 
of the plates and anyway he had to 
rush right away and would I whip up 
some grub quick for him and Dick and 
Mr. Howard Hughes because if that 
emergency loan didn't come off to
night, Dick was going to be in it up to 
here when the papers find out why the 
Budget was so out of whack this year 
and hadn't Spiggy warned him in the 
first place about playing the market 
with other people's money and giving 
all those Defense contracts to Ham-
macher Schlemmer that night Dick 
had a few too many with Mel Laird 
and Bill Buckley and maybe I'd better 
order out from the Chinese restaurant 
since Mr. Hughes is supposed to be a 
picky eater and we wouldn't want to 
risk another one of my casseroles 
when so much is at stake, would we, 
sugarbuns? 

Well, I'd better phone the restau
rant, dear Diary, because they'll be 
here any minute. I lost my train of 
thought, anyway, but that's the way it 
is in this anything-can-happen-and-
usually-does world I seem to be im
mersed in, I guess. First, though, I'm 
going to see if there's anything in the 
medicine cabinet for this cough I bet 
I'm coming down with. 

All for now, 

WHAT IS THE WHOLE BURBANK CATALOG? 
Over two dozen of our greatest record stars get 
together in the lavish, all-new WHOLE BURBANK 
CATALOG. 
The value of an album like this would normally 
be $9.96... if you could buy one! But this spe
cial album is only $2! 
Why? 
Because all these record stars want their newest, 
best albums sampled by the widest possible audi
ence. Every year, over 5000 albums are issued 
in America. Obviously, many people will miss 
hearing these albums on the radio. 
Faces, JethroTull, Alice Cooper, and their friends 
are determined to fix that. 
So they've come up with THE WHOLE BURBANK 
CATALOG. 

BUT FOR ONLY $2? 
Exactly. Two dollars, total. 
That's because these record stars and their rec
ord labels (Warner Bros, and Reprise) have all 
decided that they won't make money on this two-
record set. 

In fact, by the time they get this album to you, 
it's actually costing more than $2. 
But that's not your worry. 
(What you might naturally be worried about is, 
"Where's the hidden gimmick?" 
But really, there is none. Honest.) 
THE WHOLE BURBANK CATALOG is four full 
sides of all new, stereo recordings. It comes 
complete in book jacket, with pages tipped-in 
showing and telling about all the artists. 

WHAT'S IN THE ALBUMS? 
• Way over 80 minutes of music, including full 

selections (not just excerpts) from these art
ists' most recent albums. 

• Rarities, such as an over-four-minutes, never-
on-an-album smash by Jethro Tull called 

r 

"Sweet Dreams." 

• Sample songs from the album debuts of many 
of 1972's brightest new stars, including San 
Francisco's Malo, the Grateful Dead's Jerry 
Garcia, and the sensational Bonnie Raitt. 

TESTIMONIALS 
All this probably sounds too good to be true (in 
this suspicious world). But it's for real. For in
stance, here's an actual quote from one man (we 
get dozens of letters like this) who bought a pre
vious Warner/Reprise $2 sampler: 

"I must write you. The album was everything 
you said it was and then some, even though 
I figured my 2 dollars was just a gamble. 
It's damn near the best album I ever bought. 
Because of it, I got turned on to 3 other al
bums, and bought them." _ J T N e w y o r k 

That letter from J. T. reveals our secret hope. 
That you, having listened to THE WHOLE BUR
BANK CATALOG, will then rush out to buy one 
or two albums that you previewed in the $2 
sampler. 

We think it's a good system: a low-cost album 
that's great in itself, but that also lets you hear 
from two dozen other albums-in your own home. 

GETTING IT 
You can't get THE WHOLE BURBANK CATALOG 
in stores. Only by mail. Send $2 (no charge for 
postage, handling, or the other stuff) with the 
coupon. You'll get THE WHOLE BURBANK CATA
LOG back by mail. 

It's that simple. (But we urge you to do it now, 
as these ads don't run very often.) 

And we think that, after you've experienced THE 
WHOLE BURBANK CATALOG, you'll join J.T. of 
New York in being turned on to what we're sure 
is the best album, and the biggest bargain of 
the whole year! 

TO: THE WHOLE BURBANK CATALOG E 
WARNER BROS. RECORDS 
4000 WARNER BOULEVARD 
BURBANK, CA. 91505 

Now that you have my $2, I expect THE WHOLE BURBANK CATALOG back 
for it. 

Name 

Address 

City State Zip 

Allow six weeks for the delivery cycle to bring it to you. Offer valid in U.S. and Canada 
only. 
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NOW-YOURS FROM COLUMBIA-AT TRUL\ 

209239 210229 212654 212852 

210211 2 1 1 8 0 5 * 

TOMMY WYNETTE 
and GEORGE JONES 

WE GO TOGETHER 
Something 

To Brag About 
Take Me 

Someone I 
Usedto Know 

MOB! 

209981 

3 
u 

SlY 
8 THE 
FAMILY 
STONE 

GREATEST 
HITS 

w « 

I 
4$ 

W 
... 

196246 

FOR ALL WE KNOW 
Rainy D.i, t and Monday) 

R A Y C O N N I F F 
Great Contemporary 

Instrumental Hits 
it's Too Late 
Superstar 

Put Your 
Hand in 

the Hand 
9 MOKE 

203919 207571 

BOBBY SHERMAN 
j f e GETTING 
• J T | TOGETHER 
K h / PLUS 

^ ~ ™ ^ ^ * i W 3 

[VAN MORRISON 

KHTHon?y 
9 PLUS 

H H H S UUIIIH 

ES i l ' ^ 

?STEPPEN 
FOR 

LADIES 
ONLY 

PLUS 
Sparkle Eyes!) 

LYNN ANDERSON 
HOW CAN I 

UNLOVE YOU 
L PLUS 
• Don't Say 

Things You 
Don't Mean 

206631 * 

* S e l e c t i o n s m a r k e d ' 

202523 2 0 1 2 5 1 * 209957 * 

2 1 0 8 5 6 * 198986 

JIM 
NABORS 
HELP ME 
MAKE IT 
THROUGH 
THE NIGHT 

PLUS Rose Garden 
I Won't Mention tt Again 

MORE 

206755 

EVERYTHING YOU 
ALWAYS WANTED TO 
HEAR ON THE MODS* 

Bolero • Espana • Carmen 
MASTER 

OF REALITY 
Embryo • Orchit 

BBgfflgrjEpa 6 MOF-

208363 

Today's Great Hits 

JOHNNY, 

MATHISl 
YOU'VE 
GOT A 

FHIEND 

2 1 2 1 5 9 * 207563 

C A R P E N T E R S 
C L O S E T O Y O U 
PLUS 

We'va 
Only 
Just 

T H E M A M A S 
& T H E P A P A S 

PEOPLE LIKE U 
PLUS 

Shooting Star • Pea 

210435 207456 * 210260 204743 2 1 0 1 8 7 * 

| ; " : ' \ TAMMY 

P . * I 5 H W Y N E T T E ' S 

fc*--.JEH?Greatfist 
" a r ^ a C "its 
/fjF- Sf% vol 2 
• Good Lovin' 
• We Sure Can love 

Each Other <—->, 

SAVOY BROWN 
STREET CORNER 

TALKING 
PLUS Tell Mama 

Let It Rock • 4 MORE 

, W W W \ . « * J A JOHNNY CASH 
PORTRAIT 

HIS CREATES! KITS. Yo 
ABO) 

207381 

TEN YEARS AFTER 
A SPACE IN TIME 

I'd Love to Change 
the Wp 

| 0 MORE 

THE 
D O N N Y O S M O N D 

AlBUM 

2 0 7 1 0 0 * 210419 

i t h a s t a r a re not a v a i l a b l e i n r e e l t a p e s 
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GREAT SAVINGS... Take your pick 

if you join now and agree to buy 7 selections (at regular Club prices) in the coming 2 years 
8-track cartridges 

OR 

AHD 

BLACK 
t).OG 

212781 

Vols.3&4 

AT 
CARNEGIE HALL 

I'm a Man 
25 or 6 to 4 

COLUMBIA] 

ARTHU 
FIEDL 

SUPE 

209726 

Yes, it's true! — if you join the Columbia Tape Club 
now, you may have ANY 8 of these stereo tapes for 
only $2.86. Just mail the handy application in an 
envelope, together with your check or money order. 
(Be sure to indicate whether you want cartridges, 
cassettes or reel tapes.) In exchange . . . 

You agree to buy just seven selections (at regular 
Club prices) in the next two years—and you may 
cancel your membership at any time thereafter. 

Your own charge account will be opened upon en
rollment . . . and the selections you order will be 
mailed and billed to you at regular Club prices: car
tridges and cassettes, $6.98; reel tapes, $7.98 . . . 
plus a processing and postage charge. (Occasional 
special selections may be somewhat higher.) 

You may accept or reject selections as follows: 
every four weeks you will receive a copy of the 
Club's music magazine, which describes the regu
lar selection for each musical interest . . . plus 
hundreds of alternate selections. 

. . . if you do not want any selection in any month, 
just return the special card always provided by 
the date specified 

. . . if you want only the regular selection for your 
musical interest, you need do nothing — it will 
be shipped automatically 

. . . if you want any of the other selections offered, 
just order them on the special card and return 
it by the date specified 

. . . and from time to time we will offer some special 
selections, which you may reject by returning 
the dated form provided . . . or accept by sim
ply doing nothing. 

You'll be eligible for our bonus plan upon complet
ing your enrollment agreement — a plan which en
ables you to save at least 33% on all your future 
purchases! Act now! 

Columbia Tape Club 
a service of 
Columbia 
House 
Terre Haute, Indiana 47808 AI48/S72 

211094 

7" reel-to-reel 
tapes 

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 
C O L U M B I A T A P E C L U B , Ter re Haute , Indiana 47808 

I am enclosing my check or money order for $2.86 as payment for the eight 
selections shown below. Please accept my membership appl icat ion and I am 
interested in the fo l lowing type of recorded entertainment: (check one type only) 

• 8-Track Cartr idge (PN-W) Q Reel- to-Reel Tapes (MH-Y) 

• T a p e Cassettes (PP-X) F03 

As a member, I agree to buy seven selections (at regular Club prices) during the coming 
two years, and may cancel membership any time thereafter. If I continue I will be eligible 
for your bonus plan. All selections will be described in advance in the Club magazine, 
sent every four weeks. If I want only the regular selection, I need do nothing—it will 
be sent automatically. Or I may order any of the alternate selections offered Just by 
returning the selection card by the date specified. From time to time, I'll be offered 
special selections which I may accept or reject by using the dated form provided. 

SEND ME THESE 8 SELECTIONS-FOR WHICH 1 HAVE ENCLOSED 
MY CHECK OR MONEY ORDER FOR $2.86 AS PAYMENT 

MY MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS (check one only): 
• Easy Listening Q Young Sounds • Country 

• Mr. 
• Mrs. 
D Miss. 

(Please Print) 

Address. 

City. 

State 
Do you have a telephone? (check one) 

.Zip Code. 

• YES • NO 

FOR CANADA: mail coupon to U.S.A. address. We will 
be happy to service this membership directly from 
Canada with the same offer, though the regular Club 
prices are slightly higher. 

APO, FPO addressees: 
write lor special offer 
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FIRST WORDS FROM CHINA: 
"THE TURKEY HAS LANDED" 

M 
A recent study of the process by which 
America became involved in Vietnam 
by Professor Boris Zucker of the Uni
versity of the Badlands, at North 
Platte, suggests that many of the re
verses and disappointments suffered 
by the U.S. are the result of strategic 
decisions based on a faulty applica
tion of games theory. The study, one 
of a number of examinations of the 
history and causes of American in
volvement that have been made in re
cent months, holds that the intellec
tual basis of American policy, the 
"dominoes theory," contained so 
many critical inaccuracies and fos
tered so many instant misconceptions 

about the nature of the power rela
tionships and strategic threats in 
the area, that the commitment was 
doomed from the very start. With the 
aid of computer analysis, Zucker, an 
internat ional ly recognized games 
theorist, narrowed down the number 
of promising "policy game-bases" to 
three, one of which, Zucker is con
vinced, would have yielded eventual 
victory had it been adopted as the 
rationale for intervention at the out
set. 

The first is the "jacks theory," un
der which the U.S. would have inter
vened in order to prevent China from 
scoring a difficult but by no means 

impossible "foursie" by picking up 
South Vietnam, Cambodia, Laos, and 
Thailand in the "geopolitical bounce-
window" between the departure of the 
French and the development of viable 
local governments. Under this theory 
the U.S. would have recognized the 
necessity to do something to distract 
China's attention and force a fumble, 
like supporting a shallow invasion by 
Chiang Kai-shek. The second, the 
"Monopoly theory," is considerably 
more "elegant," according to Zucker. 
In this model, South Vietnam, Laos, 
and Cambodia are considered to be 
countries comprising a color group, 
potentially red, and if a single player, 
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for example, North Vietnam, man
aged to "acquire" them all, she could 
exact a "high rent" in terms of influ
ence and a subsequent "chance card" 
or unforeseen development, which re
quired the American "hat," "thim
ble," "scottie dog," or whatever to 
"advance to Pnompenh" or any simi
lar move that would be correspond
ingly costly. The obvious defensive 
strategy in this instance would have 
been to try to "land" on one of the 
pivotal countries first, and at the same 
time try to put together another group 
of its own. "Not Korea and Taiwan, 
though," says Zucker. "They're the 
Baltic and Mediterranean of Asia." 

The third games approach, which 
the existing evidence indicates is the 
most historically accurate one, ac
cording to Zucker, is the "canasta 
theory," which requires that the whole 
southern perimeter of China in 1954 
be considered as its "meld," North 
Vietnam as a "red three," Burma, 
India, and Indonesia as potential 
"natural canastas," and the U.S. Sixth 
Fleet as a "black three." Here, U.S. 
intervention would have been limited 
to a countervailing "meld" based on 
Japan, the Philippines, Malaysia, and 
Thailand, and simultaneous attempts 
would have been made to beat China 
to the Indonesian "canasta" even if it 
meant using "wild cards," or CIA in
tervention. Although Professor Zuck
er concedes that a good deal of his 
ana lys i s benefits from a ce r t a in 
amount of hindsight, he doubts that 
any worse disaster could have resulted 
regardless of what game option, other 
than dominoes, had been pursued. 
"Even slapjack would have been bet
ter," he insists. 

In a further effort to achieve racial bal
ance in schools, the Department of 
Health, Education, and Welfare has 
announced that 245 pupils from the 
Henry David Thoreau High School in 
Houlton, Maine, whose population of 
8,289 is entirely white, will be air-
bussed on a Douglas DC 10 to the 
John C. Breckenridge High School in 
Tennant, Mississippi, a delta cotton 
town with an 89-percent-black popu
lation. One hundred ninety-six black 
first- and second-graders from Breck
enridge High School will make the 
daily trip to Houlton on a second 
DC 10. 

Looking forward to the day when the last 
American troops will have been with
drawn from Vietnam and the weekly 
casualty announcements suspended, 
the Pentagon, with obvious White 
House approval, has quietly launched 
a contest among active-duty soldiers 
to decide who is to be the last Ameri
can killed in Vietnam. Application 
blanks will shortly be available in 

AUGUST, 1970/PARANOIA: What would America be like as a second-rate power? Read We're Only 
Number Two. Also, a Paranoia Map of the World, Is Nixon Dead? (well, is he?) and The Secret of 
San Clemente. 
SEPTEMBER, 1970/SHOW BIZ: Get your mezzanine seats now for the MGM Blackmail Auction, 
Screen Slime Magazine, Raquel Welch Laid Bare, Diary of a New Left Starlet, and College Concert 
Comix! 
NOVEMBER, 1970/NOSTALGIA: A spin out on Memory Lane. Read reminiscences by Jean Shepherd; 
the 1896 Sears, Roebuck Sex Catalogue; The Fifties: A Special Section; 1936: A Space Odyssey; 
and The Death Song Game. 
DECEMBER, 1970/CHRISTMAS: Prepare now for the next ghastly hollydaze with Gahan Wilson's 
Xmas Horrors, The Santology Handbook, I Remember Jesus, and Tricia and the Prince Comics. 
JANUARY, 1971/WOMEN'S LIBERATION: Combat the Pink Peril with the Women's Lib Naughty 
Pinup Calendar, the Anti-Sexist Children's Book, a special Cosmopolitan Parody, and the expur
gated best seller. . . The Censorless Woman! 
FEBRUARY, 1971/HEAD ISSUE: Learn the mind-expanding powers of Kitty Litter in Michael 
O'Donoghue's Bummers, the Natlamp Special Stoned Section, Hermann Hesse's Siddhartha Clas
sic Comic, Madison Avenue, Marijuana Packs, and the 1971 Rolling Stone parody ("Mozart, We'll 
Miss You!")! 
MARCH, 1971/CULTURE: Tote that tome and lift that pinkie with Michael O'Donoghue's How to 
Write Good, The Gracie Slick Handbook of Radical Dos & Don'ts, The Undiscovered Notebooks 
of Leonardo da Vinci, The Mantovanl Strain, and The Life and Times of Captain Bringdown. 
APRIL, 1971/ADVENTURE: Good God, Professor, it's . . . it's . . . Derby Dames on Parade, Tarzan 
of the Cows, Real Balls Adventure Magazine, The Philosopher Detective, The Great American 
Cereal Box, and free Booblegum Cards. 

MAY, 1971/THE FUTURE: Hop into our steam-powered Time Trolley and stumble backward into the 
World of Tomorrow. You'll be delighted that you won't live to see: the Zero Gravity Sex Manual 
(The NASA Sutra), Time Warp Comics, the Special Pull-Out " I f " Section, the 1906 National Lampoon, 
Attack of the 90-Foot Macrobes, and Toilets of the Extraterrestrials. 
JUNE, 1971/RELIGI0N: Listen, it's getting to be a real pain in the ass coming up with kicky lead-ins 
to stuff like Natlamp's Inferno, Magic Made E-Z, The Prophet by Kahlil Gibrish, I Dreamed I Was 
There In Overdose Heaven, and Buckminster Fuller-Charles Reich-Marshall McCluhan-Kate Millett 
Utopia Four Comix. 

JULY, 1971/P0RN0GRAPHY: Get It up, off, and out of your system with My Secret Life by David 
Eisenhower, The Breast Game, Dirty Dick & Jane, Filthy Sherlock Holmes, Are You a Homo? and 
Everything You Always Wanted to Know about Sex (Aren't You Sorry You Asked?). 
AUGUST, 1971/BUMMER: Have a bad trip without illegal substances with Defeat Comics, Welfare 
Monopoly, the Special Canadian Supplement, and Right On!, the flick Jane Fonda was making 
while you thought she was working for the revolution. 

SEPTEMBER, 1971/KIDS: Visit Elolse at the Hotel Dlxee, meet high adventure with the Hardy 
Boys, laugh along with Children's Letters to the Gestapo, and test your wits with Commander 
Barkfeather's spicy rebuses. 
OCTOBER, 1971/BACK TO SCHOOL: Have a few "brews," gross out some chicks, "moon" a 
townie, barf In the quad, and read the Mad parody, Magical Misery Tour, The Campus War Game, 
and 125th Street, the educational TV show that teaches ghetto kids their place. 
NOVEMBER, 1971/H0RR0R: Step into Ghost Editor Michael O'Donoghue's gas chamber of horrors 
and meet The Phantom of the Rock Opera, The Mammal That Suckled Its Young, Dragula—Queen 
of Darkness, Dr. Jekyll's Surgical Supply Catalogue, and X-Rated Foto Funnies. 
DECEMBER, 1971/CHRlSTMAS: Here's an issue you can stuff right up your stocking! And, mothers, 
for those "Naughties" on your list, it's cheaper than coal and more of a letdown! Read Blind-Date 
Comics, The Sweetest Story Ever Told, This Is Your Life . . . Francis Gary Powers, and much less. 
Batteries not included. 

JANUARY, 1972/IS NOTHING SACRED? Find out with Son-o'-God Comics; The Vietnamese Baby 
Book; Che Guevara's Bolivian Diaries; Buckminster Fuller's Repair Manual for the Entire Universe; 
and The Last, Really, No Shit, Really, The Last Supplement to the Whole Earth Catalog. 
FEBRUARY, 1972/CRIME: Go on the prowl with Ralph Nader, Public Eye; go on a Tour of the 
Big House with Angela Davis; go on the take with Dick Tracy; go to the Forbidden City with Chair
man Fu-Manchu. Roll three consecutive doubles and go to jail. 

MARCH, 1972/ESCAPE! Get away from it all with the Special Suicide Section, The California 
Supplement, Stranger in Paradise, Weird Premise Comics, a parody of Papillon, and much less. 

To order these back issues, just check off the ones you want in the coupon below. Return the 
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continued 

PX's, mess halls, officers' and enlisted-
men's clubs, and other military facili
ties around the world. Any member 
of the Army with at least one year left 
to serve is eligible to enter the contest 
by submitting a completed entry 
blank to: OPERATION SIGN-OFF, 
Box 227, the Pentagon. The contest 
requires applicants to complete in 

twenty-five words or less the sentence 
"My death will bring peace to the 
world, freedom to South Vietnam, and 
the election of a patriotic President 
at home, because. . ." Runners-up will 
receive an all-expenses-paid weekend 
in Las Vegas. 

It has been learned that part of Bob 
Hope's offer to North Vietnam to ob
tain release of American POWs was 
a promise of a Walt Disney animated 
Ho Chi Minh for the Hall of the Revo
lution in Hanoi, a pledge to put the 
entire North Vietnamese politburo on 
the Dean Martin show "sometime in 
the fall,", and an offer of Bing Crosby 
as a hostage. 

In spite of growing criticism from a num
ber of quarters that the voyages are 
"costly extravaganzas" unjustifiable 
in the light of pressing needs at home, 
the State Department has announced 
plans for at least six more China mis
sions using funds already allocated to 
the program. Although crews have not 
yet been chosen, the State Depart
ment is known to be planning to at
tempt a landing at a site somewhere 
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in the rugged Manchuria area, which 
sinologists believe was once part of 
Japan. Spokesmen stressed that in 
spite of the well-publicized success of 
the first trip, much is yet to be learned 
about China, adding that.one of the 
eggs brought back by President Nixon 
turned out to be nearly one thousand 
years old. 

• W «""̂ V X~aRt "BP-i^ZD 

Tuscaloosa, Alabama: Outfitted with 
protective nose-cones for their 
maiden test shot, the first two 
volunteers for George Wallace's 
"Dixie Space Program" prepare for 
lift-off. If successful, this first stage 
of "Project Redneck" will lead to 
an eventual orbiting of a Colonel 
Sander's chicken stand around the 
earth in hopes of luring "more 
coons to the moon." 

An army helicopter stumbled last week 
on a South Vietnamese army sergeant 
who thought the war in Vietnam was 
over. Sgt. Nyugen Van Thoc had been 
living a hermit's existence on fruit, 
small game, and fish on a tiny island 
off the Vietnamese seacoast about 
seventy-five miles south of Saigon, 
and had not had word from the out
side world since 1965 when the heli
copter crew found him. "They give 
me four months' leave because I bad
ly wounded," explained Sgt. Thoc, 
who served for four and one half years 
in the ARVN First Division. "I come 
home. Everybody gone. That O.K. 
with me. I have radio, it say all the 
time, victory in two months, Amer
icans kill million V.C., North going 
to surrender because bombs so bad. 
I say to myself, war will be over, 
sampan make me seasick, why go back 
just for big parade? Then radio go 
to sleep. War still goes on? You are 
making the joke with me, yes no?" 

Yet another chapter has unfolded in the 
bizarre life of Nelson Rockefeller, the 
oddball multimillionaire who, after 
spending the first part of his life as a 
reclusive socialite, has since obses
sively sought publicity. Last week the 
long noise was finally broken as 
Rockefeller, apparently suffering from 
the flu, failed to appear at a fund-
raising dinner and two scheduled 
news conferences. I t was the first time 
he has been out of the public eye for 
more than forty-eight hours in twenty-
two years. Reporters who were pres
ent at the various occasions are con
vinced that it was indeed the voice of 
Nelson Rockefeller that they didn't 
hear. 

Diplomatic sources in Greece report that 
in another major step toward the res
toration of democracy in Greece, the 
military government has instituted 
the secret bullet. 

Possibly signaling a new trend in sky-
jackings, Rupert Marnell, an unem
ployed piano tuner, entered the piano 
bar of a Los Angeles-bound American 
Airlines 747 carrying a light-blue air
lines bag and threatened to blow up 
the plane unless "Melancholy Baby" 
was played. In what passengers later 
described as "a nightmare" and "the 
worst three hours of my life," Miss 
Viola Puglisi of Doylestown, Pennsyl
vania, a retired piano teacher, com
plied with Marnell's demand and 
played the selection 153 times. Mar
nell allowed the passengers to debark 
at Los Angeles and was arrested 
when a piano-playing FBI agent sub
stituting for Miss Puglisi overpowered 
him and defused the bomb during 
takeoff, after Marnell ordered the 
pilot to fly to Capistrano, Italy. 

continued 

Fresno, California: Little Vicky Kennedy holds up the "miraculous" growth 
she found in her father's vegetable garden one morning, which shows a strong 
resemblance to a human hand. Later, authorities cleared up the "mystery" 
when they unearthed the remainder of the eye-opening discovery and found 
it bore a strong resemblance to Vicky's twin sister, Dorothy, who had been 
missing for several weeks. 
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^spenclywr whole life 
^geWriMk/ws 
when intwoshort weeks.!? 

So youfremaa about the blu&s and want to spend the rest of your 
life working and working and working among the beautiful people 
of the blues. Here's your chance. The Good Doctor Bluzepowers 
School is a coeducational blues college located in sunny Georgia 
just a day's drive from Three Chain Gangs, Alabama and over 
40,000 acres of cotton. Your downward progress is closely super
vised by officially trained instructors , Emphasis is placed on 
feeling as a learning technique: but actual books are also used. 
With us the blues is easy to master. Dr. Bluzepower. personally 
guarantees that you'll t^Ey£R_GETOUTOFTHESE^^ 
after you've completed his course. 
You'll say, "Of course I got the bluze. I'm a Doctor Bluzepower 

TAKE THIS EZY TEST. 
1 —Who's initials would you be looking at if you saw a reversed photograph 

of a man holding a sign with his initials on it which read H. L J.? 
(a) Earl Scheib (b) The Cisco Kid (c) John Lee Hooker (d) Gower 
Champion 

2 —If you were introduced to Birmingham Sam, Texas Slim or Johnny 
Williams who would you be about to speak to? 
(a) Wonder Warthog (b) Bill Vukovich, Jr. (c) Teddy Nadler (d) John 
Lee Hooker 

3 —Who spent the first thirty years of his life gettin' it together before 
recording his first song? 
(a) John Lee Hooker (b) Snooky Lanson (c) J. P, Richardson (d) Buster 
Crabbe 

4—If you approached two men talking and one of them said "Boogie 
Chillen" who would he most likely be? 
(a) Richard M. Nixon (b) John Lee Hooker (c) Clifford Irving (d) Estes 
Kefauver 

5 —If a radio station played songs by The Vandellas, Eric Clapton, Muddy 
sked you who has recorded with 

(a) Rudd B. Weatherwax 
I John Lee Hooker 

(c) Preacher Roe 
(d) Omar Bradley 

m 
•—J t * 

•««\ 

m 

\<\i 

'If you preregister right now you can gel John Lee 
Hooker's newest boogie album NEVER GET OUT 

OFTHESEBLUES ALIVE. Van Morrison and many 
other friends are praying with the "Hook". Even 

if you decide not to enroll you get to keep the 
album. Don't hesitate. Act now. It may already 

. be too late. 
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Made to look exactly Ilk* corporation stat ionery! 
Shock*, too l i and i ta r t to i avaryono. A groat g o o l ! 
12 Different stationery let terheadi ( 8x11) , . .p lus 
12 Matching envelopes ( 9 x 4 ) tor only,$1.95 

Money back guarantee! 
Printed black,on exceptional qual i ty white execut
ive paper.Positively gueranteed to go through mall. 

THESE 12 DIFFERENT LETTERHEADS 
AND 12 HATCHING ENVELOPES $ 1 . 0 5 
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CRANHHML n i H M I H r 1 WEST M TII..STREET NEW YOBK, N.V. 1IM)2:I 

Men. Save Money on 
PROPHYLACTICS. 

24 Samples $3.50 Ppd. 
8 Dozen Assortment $9.95 Ppd. 

Ointments—Adult Novelties. 
Write for FREE CATALOG. 
Valdisco, Mail-Sack 382, 

Orem, Utah 84057. 

BLOW YOURSELF 
I I I POSTER SIZE tmJJk 

Friends, relatives, babies, pets 
& cars, all make great giant 
Photo Posters. A great gift or 
gag idea. Ideal room decora
tion . . . Perfect for parties. 
Send any b&w or color photo, 
polaroid print, cartoon or mag
azine photo. For slides and 
negatives add $1.00 per pos
ter. Better originals produce 
better posters. Giant b&w pos
ter mailed in tube. 

IVa FT x 2 FT $2.50 
3 FT x 4 FT $7.50 
RUSH SERVICE orders shipped in 1 day by first 
class mai l . Add $2 per poster o rdered. 

Your o r ig ina l re turned undamaged. Add 50c for postage and 
hand l ing fo r EACH i tem ordered. N.Y. res idents add sales 
tax. Send check, cash or M.0. (No C.0.0.) t o : 

PHOTO POSTER 
Dept .NL472 210 E. 23St. ,N.Y. 10010 

2x3FT 
$3.50 

Meanwhile, commenting on the recent 
spate of hijackings, Bruce Frentz, a 
senior investigator for the FAA, ex
pressed the view, commonly voiced in 
air-traffic-control towers and hangars, 
that in the majority of reported cases, 
the planes involved invited the as
sault. "I'm sick and tired of hearing 
about how some hard-luck Joe has 
taken the rap when one of these flying 
floozies heads for Havana," said 
Frentz. "Let me tell you, you can't 
hijack one of those babies unless it 
wants to be hijacked. I mean, all the 
plane has to do is close its doors and 
freeze its hydraulic system, right? 
And you can just forget all those 
stories about metal fatigue and high 
oil pressure. No matter what they tell 
you, they enjoy it." 

Frentz listed as especially hijack-
prone older planes and aircraft on dull 
routes. "You take that old turbo-prop 
that was hijacked last January in New 
York. An old heap like that, probably 
no one gave it a second look in ten 
years until that guy came along. Bet 
you it revved its engines and wiggled 
its flaps a bit, too. It was an Electra, 
wasn't it? They go down, you know." 
Frentz pointed out that it was almost 
always planes on domestic runs that 
were involved in hijackings. "They're 
looking for action," he said. "If it 
wasn't some guy waving a bazooka 
and a bust of Lenin, it'd be the me
chanic or the guy that empties the 
toilets. They're going to get their 
chocks off, one way or the other." 

Lubgruz, Poland: The Polish Insti
tute of People's Optometrists and 
Window-Washers have announced 
a major breakthrough in the per
fection of the world's first easy-to-
wear contact lens. Although weigh
ing only eighteen kilos, the innova
tive correctional lens provides full 
vision to the patient and can be 
worn for periods up to eleven min
utes without injury to the cornea, 
nose, or mouth. 

Tamarama, Australia: After months 
of research Austral ian oceanog-
raphers have concluded that the 
threat of tidal waves remains small 
along the island country's coastal 
boundaries. We're sure that if Nat-
LampCo correspondents Mary An
toinette Marshmallow and Louise 
" B u b b l e s " Berns te in (p ic tu red 
here news-hunting on the fashion
able Jersey shore) heard the good 
news, the i r comment would be 
something cheeky. 

It has been learned that sometime in 
late January, Presidential adviser 
Henry Kissinger made a secret trip 
to Washington, D.C., to meet with 
top legislative leaders in Congress 
and high officials of the state depart
ment. Kissinger apparently slipped 
into the city during the night, driving 
in a rented car along the Baltimore-
Washington parkway most of the way, 
then changing to a local bus for the 
last few blocks to an unknown meet
ing-place somewhere in the Capitol 
area. Exact details are unavailable, 
but it is believed that he met with 
Secretary of State William Rogers 
and the majority and minority leaders 
of both the House and the Senate. It 
is the first such direct meeting be
tween branches of the Government 
in more than three years, and it is 
generally assumed that among the 
topics of discussion were President 
Nixon's foreign policy and the situa
tion in Indochina. It is not known 
whether the trip signals any major 
policy change, but there has been 
speculation that President Nixon will 
agree to a compromise under which 
elected officials and cabinet members 
entrusted by the Constitution with the 
conduct of foreign and domestic af
fairs eventually would be given some 
say in the running of the government. 

continued on page 23 
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This classic piece of Americana is just one of a specially 
commissioned series of dramatic re-creations of "Our Humor
ous Heritage," which will be brought to you in coming months 
by the National Lampoon, the noted journal of humor, in 
cooperation with the National Lampoon Institute for Humor
ous Studies. Each of the painstakingly researched historical 
scenes portrayed in this series is the work of an important 
artist, is printed in antique-looking black-and-white process 
on prestige magazine paper, and is bound directly into a pre
sentation copy of the National Lampoon, exactly as you see it 
here. The commercial message that accompanies these 
extraordinary paintings can, of course, be easily removed—a 
pair of scissors will do the trick—and, thanks to a special 
papermaking technique, the pages on which the series appears 
will become yellow and discolored over the years, thus add
ing immeasurably to the authenticity and beauty of these 
remarkable collector's items. 

We're certain that, in view of its considerable educational 
and historical value, you will want to possess the entire set, 
and so we're offering you, along with a select group of other 
serious collectors, this once-in-a-month opportunity to have 
the next twelve issues of the National Lampoon sent directly 
to your residence, domicile, or whatever, all for only $5.95. 
And look what you get for this modest investment: your name 
is immediately entered as a Perpetual (one-year) Subscriber 
on an exclusive List of Subscribers maintained by the National 
Lampoon at its headquarters in New York City's famed Vi-„ 
sion Building; you receive twelve consecutive presentation 
copies of the National Lampoon delivered directly to your 
door, not by a ratty postman, but by a uniformed representa
tive of the newly inaugurated United States Postal Service; 
you automatically obtain the coveted "Great Moments in 
Humor" series without having to join in the dangerous and 
unsightly scramble at the newsstand that the appearance of 
this series is expected to cause; and while each "Moment" is 
out being framed, electroplated, or bound in leather, at your 
own personal expense, you sit back and watch as humorous 
history is made, right in the pages of the National Lampoon. 
And what's more, if you're not completely satisfied, you keep 
the magazines, and we'll keep your check. 

Extra Added Balonus! 
And, for a limited time only, two- and three-year subscribers 
will get, as an added come-on, the Blue Thumb original cast 
album of Lenny, the spiritual forefather who made it possible 
for today's satirists to print the word "f~k" without fear of 
censorship! 

Cut out and mail to: 
The National Lampoon, Dept. NL 472 

635 Madison Ave, New York, N.Y. 10022 

I enclose my check • money order • 

• 1-year subscription (12 issues)—$5.95 (you save $3.05*) 

• 2-year subscription (24 issues)—$10.50 
(you save $7.50* and get a free Lenny LP) 

• 3-year subscription (36 issues)—$14.50 
(you save $12.50* and get a free Lenny LP) 

Name 

Address-
(please print) 

City. _State_ _Zip Code_ 
•over single-copy price _ 

For each year add $1.00 for Canada and Mexico, $2.00 for foreign. 
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These are the albums 
that President Nixon took with him on his trip to China. 

30750* 

You probably saw 
the headlines when 
President Nixon pre
sented Chairman Mao 
with these new re
leases by Paul Simon 
and Kris Kristofferson 
. . . two of the most 
important songwriter/ 
performers in the 
Western world. 

Paul Simon, of 
course, wrote all of 
the great Simon & 
Garfunkel songs, in
cluding, "Bridge Over 
Troubled Water," "Mrs. Robin
son," "Sounds of Silence." 
Now, in his first American solo 

including: 
Duncan/Mother And Child Reunion 
Peace Like A River/Congratulations 

Me And Julio Down By The Schoolyard 

'"T*\ 

Kris Kristofferson 
Border Lord 

Josie/Liltle 
When She' 

album he presents a selection 
of new tunes that you will al
ways remember: including 

"Mother and Child Reunion," 

'Me and Julio Down 
By the Schoolyard," 
'Duncan" and "Run 
That Body Down." 

Chairman Mao 
(who is the most 
important poet in 
the Eastern world) 
was reportedly 
knocked out. 

Kris Kristofferson 
has recently taken 
to performing the 
incredible songs 
that he writes. "Me 
and Bobby McGee," 
'Help Me Make It Through 
the Night," "Sunday Mornin' 
Comin' Down," "For the Good 
Times," were all international 
hits. Now, on the new album, 
Kris Kristofferson performs 
ten, sensational new songs 

including: 
Girl Lost/Somebody Nobody Knows 
s Wrong/Stagger Mountain Tragedy 

(before anybody else) in his 
matter-of-fact style. Including. 
Chairman Mao was pleased to 
learn,his hit single,"Josie,"and 
the magnificent "Border Lord." 

These are the albums 
that he'll probably take with him next time he goes. 

David Bromberg has played 
on albums by Bob Dylan, Jerry 
Jeff Walker and countless other 

"names." Don Heckman in The 
New York Times said, "He is 

David 
^ Bromberg 

a major talent with all the 
qualities of a star." This is his 
first solo album. 

Nils Lofgren, the lead singer 
and songwriter of Grin, can 
play nearly any instrument well. 
In his review of "1 + 1 , " Greil 
Marcus of Creem wrote,"Lofgren 

Nils Lofgren 

GRIN 
I+I 

Including: 
White Lies/Soft Fun/Moon Toon 

Lost A NumborJEnd Unkind 

plays a vicious, brash guitar 
working around the choruses. 
There is a searing, wonderful 
intensity in each of his Rockin' 
Side songs. I'm raving because 
of the rock and roll, but I love 
the other side too." 

The impact of The Maha-
vishnu Orchestra with John Mc
Laughlin has been compared to 
the early days of Cream. And 
Lester Bangs writ ing in The 
Village Voice said, "John Mc

Laughlin is the most important 
guitarist making records right 
now. (His) influence may ulti
mately surpass that of Hendrix 
and Clapton." On their first 

The Mahavishnu Orchestra 
with John McLaughlin 

The Inner Mounting Flame 
including; 

Meetings of the SpmtlDawn/The Noonward Race 
ALotuscnlnsh Streams/Awakening 

album the orchestra sounds 
like they do live. 

Kenny Loggins is a new 
singer/songwriter from Cali
fornia who wrote the hit, 

"House at Pooh Corner." Jim 
Messina played with and pro
duced Buffalo Springfield and 

Poco. This album brings these 
two future giants together . . . 

Kenny Loggins 
with Jim Messina 

Sittin'In 
indu&ng: 

Nobody But You'Vaheve'aiBackToGeor^a 
House At Pooh Comer/UstenTo A Country Song 

"their two voices blend with 
such ease that you'd think 
they'd been harmonizing to
gether all their lives. Together 
they've made a polished, 
melodic album packed with 
good material and inventive 
musical touches," Bud Scoppa 
Rolling Stone. 

Important releases on Columbia, Monument and Spindizzy Records. 
>-COLUMBIA. "BMARCASREG. PRINTED IN u.s A. Monument and Spindizzy Records Distributed by Columbia Records Also available on tape 
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continued from page 19 

In another effort to boost his image 
before the 1972 elections, President 
Nixon plans to appear on. virtually 
every TV game show in the next few 
weeks, many times as an actual con
testant (Press Secretary Ronald Zieg-
ler explained that in such cases Mr. 
Nixon will be "playing for" someone 
in the home audience). 

Shows already scheduled include 
"Hollywood Squares," where Mr. 
Nixon will be seated in the top row, 
between Suzanne Pleshette and Wally 
Cox, just above Rosemary DeCamp 
(he will be Wednesday's "Secret 
Square"), and "Jeopardy," where re
searchers are already busy preparing 
answers in the categories of sports, 
U.S. Presidents, diplomacy, and pot
pourri. 

Other programs are "Dating Game" 
(just an "appearance"), "Beat the 
Clock," "Let's Make a Deal" (carry
ing on Monty Hall's treasure chest), 
and "It's Your Bet," where the Presi
dent and his wife "will find out just 
how much they really know about 
each other." 

The current recall of 6.7 million Chev-
rolets from the past six model years 
at a cost of nearly $30 million for 
repair of faulty engine mountings is 
not being made for safety reasons, 

GM insists. According to company 
spokesmen, the recall is primarily in
tended to give local dealers an oppor
tunity to remedy a small number of 
design flaws that have resulted in 
isolated complaints of minor problems 
from a few owners. Among them: 
• Tears, grease splotches, and burns 
on the upholstery of the front seat 
caused by the engine block entering 
the passenger compartment. 
• A form of annoying "knock," typi
fied by a single loud "clunk," fol
lowed by an unpleasant sound of 
metal tearing. 
• Sluggish acceleration, or "hesita
tion," as it is sometimes called, due 
to engine absence. 
• Poor radio reception in culverts, 
ditches, and bridge abutments. 
• Reduced gas mileage as a result of 
a type of improper engine timing in 
which large amounts of gasoline are 
wastefully ignited while still in the 
tank. 
• Oversteer due to improper tire 
alignment, most commonly caused by 
a sudden reversal of positions be
tween the upper portions of the car 
and the wheels. 

The GM spokesmen stressed that, 
in any case, it is unsafe drivers, not 
unsafe cars, that are the prime factors 
in the "safety picture." Statistics 
made available by the company 
showed that 15 percent of all acci
dents are caused by drivers who were 
later found to be "dead drunk," ac
cording to G. Milton Lyle, consumer 
relations director of GM's Traffic 
Safety Division. "But that's only the 
tip of the iceberg," said Lyle. "In 
twenty-two percent of the accidents in 
1971—nearly fifty-five thousand ac
cidents in all—tests made on the scene 
showed that the drivers were dead, 
period. The message is clear: if you're 
dead, don't drive. The way I see it, 
this puts the safety ball right back 
in the public's court." • 

PLAYBOY MAGAZINE 
Back Issues 

1963 to date—$1 ea. except Jan. 
& Feb. Issues $2 ea. Dec. '63— 
$4. 1960, '61, '62—$2. 1959— 
$2.50. 1958—$3. 1957—$3.50. 
1956—$5. Earlier issues on re
quest. 

CHEROKEE BOOKSHOP 
Box 3427, Hollywood, Cal. 90028 

TONY DEE will convincingly recreate your true likeness FROM 
ANY PHOTO, on a handsome Swiss movement precision watch 
for only $15.95, guaranteed. 

For a Deluxe 17 jeweled watch, shock resistant and guaranteed, 
rush only $24.96. Your photo returned unharmed. 

Karate K i r "Tin Swingii" ' l l lMn lCtM" "Soon Hound" "Cmui al Wwk" 
I P 119 118 120 112 

CHARISMA PR00UCTS - P.O. Box 945, Dept. NL372 
Toms River, N.J. 08753 ", 

• Dear Tony; Enclosed is S (Total) Check, Cash or M.0. I 
Z lor (Quantity) U-P0ZE watches. Add SI.00 lor shipping. , 

(N.J. residents add .5% sales tax.) 
| SPECIFY: Category No Hair Color , 
I First Name on Watch J 

I Name J 
• Address • 
• City State Zip J 
L a a » i » < COPYRIGHT 197? CHARISMA PRODUCTS All RIGHTS RESERVE0 m w » -I 

Pass the word. SOFA can get you 
to Europe, Africa, Israel, the Far East or 
anywhere; AND. get you back!! 

As the wholly owned subsidiary of 11 
non-profit European National Student — ^ 
Travel Bureaus. SOFA can issue you fc 7 fa\ 
the International Student Identity 
Card and book you on any of our 
5,000 student charter flights within 
Europe, Asia, and Africa (including 
Tel Aviv, Bombay, Bangkok, Nairob 
etc.) Up to 70% savings over 
normal fares. 

SOFA also offers an extensive 
array of tours allowing the independe 
student traveller to take advantage of j 
inexpensive group arrangements and 
sightseeing. We feature culturally 
rewarding Israeli kibbutz programs and 
educational tours within Europe and 
the Soviet Union. 

Other services available from SOFA 
include: a great Car Plan, the Student 

Europe is a 
four letter word: 

SOFA 
(Student Overseas Flights 

for Americans) 

Railpass, language courses in Europe, 
and low cost accommodations in hotels, 
holiday villages, and hostels. 

SOFA - don't sit on it - act now -
write for further details. 

ease send information on:DFI ights to Europe 
• Student Charter Flights HCarPlan CTours 
• internat ional Student Identity Card 

Student Railpass ^ L a n g u a g e Courses 
] T H E 1972 OFFICIAL STUDENT TRAVEL 
GUIDETOEUROPE Enclosed is: $1.95 + 

ostage (25<:-3rd Class; 75C-1st Class) 

Name. 

_Zip. 
Send to: SOFA/EUROPEAN 

STUDENT TRAVEL CENTER LTD. 
65 W46th St New York,10036/(212) 586-2080 
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Remember, as Lao Tsze says: 
"If a man have two loaves, let him sell one 

and buy some of these swell NatLampCo products 
to feed his soul!" "Yesterday's trees are tomorrow's tee-hees 

Fine Products 
from the 

Fun-Loving Folks 
at NatLampCo 

National Lampoon Posters 
From Our High-Speed Rotary Presses: 
Fresh, jumbo posters, printed on crisp, 
thin slices of New-York-cut paper from 
prime, rain-fed trees, with deluxe inks 
chosen by our own inkmaster from among 
the thousands of colors in the prestigious 
visible spectrum, then hand-rolled and 
served in individual cardboard mailing 
tube. $1.50 each, $3.50 for order of three, 
$4.50 for order of four, $6.50 for order 
of six. 

Mona Gorilla (P1001) Lt. Calley (P1002) 
Che Guevara (P1003) Pornography (P1004) 
Pulitzer Prize War Poster (P1005) War Is 
Not Unprofitable Poster (P1006) 

Mona Gorilla Calley Poster Is Nothing Sacred? 

Pornography Poster War Poster War Is Not Unprofitable 
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©MCM PRESS BOOK AND 
MERCHANDISING MANUAL 

National Lampoon Mini-Posters 
From the Mailroom: Junior jumbo baby 
brontosaurus mini-posters, each and every 
one a choice pulp cutlet pounded until 
paper-thin, covered with just the right 
touch of rich, black ink, gently curled into 
a light-as-a-feather roulade, and popped 
into the mails, fresh from the patisserie 
to you. $1 each, $5 for order of seven. 

Little Doug Kenney (MP1007) Calculus! (MP1008) 
English Literature, a Course to Remember 
(MP1009) Ralph Nader, Public Eye (MP1010) 
Right On! (MP1011) Buckminster 
Fuller's Blueprint for Sex Modules (MP1012) 
This Poster Looked Better As a Tree (MP1013) 

Jane Austen. Isn't that the kind 
of cupcake they used to sell at 
the A & P ? ^ 

A 

(MP1007) (MP1008) (MP1009) (MP1010) (MP1013) 

The Best of 

The Best of National Lampoon, No. 1 
Ye Olde Humorift'f Fpecial: A hearty, 
tickle-your-ribf National Lampoon ftew, 
made from felected, top-quality piecef 
from prize, Grade-A paft iffuef of the 
magazine—a meaty potpourri juft ftuffed 
with jokef, quipf, punf, gibef, comicf, 
parodief, and satiref. $2. 

The Best of National Lampoon, No. 1 (A1015) 

Would You Buy A Used War From This Man? 
A Collection of Political Humor from the 

National Lampoon. Wit-Watcher's Delight: A tangy 
ratatouille Nixoise, featuring a refreshing 

assortment of juicy cuts, choice aspersions, and 
loud raspberries, from box-ripened pages of hand-

picked back issues, served with relish on a bed 
of crisp iceberg paper and topped off 

with a generous smear of Mrs. Agnew. 95 cents. 

Would You Buy a Used War From This 
Man? (includes "Mrs. Agnew's Diary")(PB1016) 

A Collection of Political Humor From 

National Lampoon Binders 
Our Popular Duodecimal-Decker 
Magazine Sandwich: A firm, light, golden-
yellow shell of perfect plasta from our 
award-winning vinylyards, big enough 
to hold twelve man-sized issues of the 
National Lampoon and served up to you 
in your own personal chafing-box by a 
maitre de poste. (Issues a la subscription 
carte.) $3.85 each, $7.10 for two, 
$9.90 for three. 

National Lampoon Binder (B1014) 

To place your order, fill out this handy 
coupon, place in envelope, and mail to: 

National Lampoon Dept. NL 472 
635 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y. 10022 

I would like the following NatLampCo 
products I have circled below, "to travel." 
Please enclose crisp dollar bills, zesty 
check, or jumbo money order. Add 50 
cerjts to cover mailing and handling for 
each order (not each item, but each 
order). 

(P1001) (P1002)(P1003)(P1004)(P1005) 
(P1006) $1.50 each, $3.50 for three, $4.50 
for four, $6.50 for six. 
(MP1007) (MP1008) (MP1009) (MP1010) 
(MP1011) (MP1012) (MP1013) $1 each, 
$5 for all seven. 

(B1014) $3.85 each, $7.70 for two, $9.90 
for three. 

(A1015) $2 each. 

(PB1016) 95 cents each. 

I have enclosed total of $ 

Would You Buy 
A Used War 

From This Man? 

(New York City and New York State resi
dents, please add applicable sales taxes.) 

(please print) 

City -State- -Z ip Code 

(Please be sure that your zip code is correct.) 
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SPECIAL BOOK AND 
RECORD BARGAINS 

KAHLIL GIBRAN Author of "The Prophet" 
Unbelievably priced at only $1.00 Each 

48. THE NATURE OF LOVE. By 
Andrew Dib Sherfan. T h e philos
ophy of Love of the immortal Gib-
ran. An artful examination of his 
feelings & beliefs. Pub. at $4.75 

49. THE BROKEN WINGS. Tender story of Gib-
ran ' s love for Selma Karamy. Pub. at $3.00 
50. A SELF-PORTRAIT. E d . by Anthony It. Ferr is . 
In t imate record of a restless, creative mind, as 
shown in his letters over the span 1904-1930. 
Pub. at $3.00 

51. MIRRORS OF THE SOUL. Trans l . & Ed. by 
Joseph Sheban. New collection of lyrical writ
ings of the latter-day prophet of the Middle 
East . Pub. at $2.75 

52. THE PROCESSION. Int imate por t ra i t of the 
world famous author of " T h e P rophe t . " Pub. 
at $2.75 

53. SPIRITS REBELLIOUS. Gibran expresses his 
innermost feeling on the spirit of rebellion 
against the oppression of man by man. Pub. at 
$2.75 

87. Kohlil Gibran: SECRETS OF THE HEART. By 
" T h e Beloved Mas t e r , " eleven moving stories 
in which reside his thoughts on, and cures for 
" t h e gaping wounds in the side of society." 
Pub. at $3.75 

54. SPIRITUAL SAYINGS OF KAHLIL GIBRAN. 
These " s a y i n g s " reveal how ancient wisdom 
may be applied to modern problems. Pub. at 
$2.75 

55. TEARS AND LAUGHTER. T h e very heart of 
the myst ic Eas t emerges in this selection of 
magnificent prose & poetry. Pub. at $2.75 
56. THOUGHTS AND MEDITATIONS. Clearly con
veys the spiritual message of Gibran the im
mortal . Pub. at $3.00 

57. VOICE OF THE MASTER. Gibran airs his 
philosophical views on the " imponderab les" — 
Of Marriage, Of Divinity, Of Man , Of Reason, 
Of Love. Pub. at $3.00 

58. THE WISDOM OF GIBRAN. E d . by Joseph 
Sheban. Bril l iant compendium of Gibran aph
orisms and maxims. Pub. at $3.75 

20. HOW TO MAKE HOME WINES AND BEERS. By 
Francis Pinnegar. Pract ical , step-by-step guide to 
making homemade wines & drinks a t a fraction of 
retail cost — detailed instructions on equipment , 
fermentation & bottling, along with many photos & 
line illustrations of each stage. 

Only $2.98 

30. Bulfinch: MYTHOLOGY: T h e complete age of 
fable, chivalry and the legends of Charlemagne in 
one volume — all of the traditional tales of adven
ture and romance from the Trojan War to Robin 
Hood, from the classical through Medieval times; 
679 pp; index. 

Special Import $2.98 

31. TALES OF THE MYSTERIOUS AND MACABRE. 
By Algernon Blackwood. Companion volume to 
Blackwood's famous " T a l e s of the Uncanny and 
the S u p e r n a l u r a l " - 2 3 spine-chilling tales: W I N G S 
O F H O R U S , F I R S T H A T E , T H E S A C R I F I C E , 
T H E R E T U R N & 19 others in a subtle variety of 
moods. 

Special Import $2.98 

25. GUIDE TO LOW-PRICED CLASSICAL RECORDS. 
By Herber t Russcol. Up-to-date guide dealing with 
records selling between $1.49 & §2.50 — over 3,000 
records evaluated; over" 300 composers covered, 
with a biography of each composer 's life & works; 
over 1,000 compositions covered & described. 831 
pages. 
Pub. at $10.00 Sale $2.98 

26. TALES OF THE UNCANNY AND THE SUPER
NATURAL. By Algernon Blackwood. T h e most bril
l iant storyteller of myst icism presents his finest 
writing in this huge collection of hair-raising tales, 
many of which have become classics in the medium. 

Special Import $2.98 

27. GREAT LOVE STORIES OF ALL NATIONS. Ed. by 
Robert Lynd. Huge anthology of the world's most 
famous love stories in fact and fiction, 60 works 
gathered from the finest writings of Edgar Allan 
Poe, Charles Dickens, S. Maugham, de Maupas
sant , Dostoeysky, Homer, Virgil, many others. 
One of the richest & most riverse collections of 
love stories ever published. 1109 pages. 

Special Import $2.98 

60. THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE BED. By Mary Eden 
& Richard Carrington. Treasury of fascinating 
material on all aspects of bedroom life — bed de
signs, fashions in night a t t i re , mechanics of sleep, 
insomnia and snoring, quaint customs in courtship 
and marriage, etc. — facts, theories and anecdotes, 
all fully authenticated by a comprehensive bibliog
raphy. Special Import $1.98 

35. 1000 MAKERS OF THE TWENTIETH CENTURY. 
Ed. by Godfrey Smith. A to Z collection of inter
national personalities, 1,000 biographical sketches 
of everyone who is or was anyone during our cen
tury — each complemented by a portrait , cartoon, 
or photo, many in COLOR; indexes; 83/," x 11V2". 

Very special $4.98 

833. SEXUAL SELF-STIMULATION. By R. E . L. Mas
ters. Examines history and techniques of male and 
female masturbatory practices including physical 
aspects and the erotic fantasies employed. Filled 
with remarkable case histories. 
Pub. at $7.50 Only $3.95 

17. HOLLYWOOD AND THE GREAT FAN MAGA
ZINES. Ed. by Mar t in Levin. Unique memento of 
the movie magazines ofthe 1930's, a huge volume 
filled with photos , scoops, & inside stories — a n 
authentic replication of Hollywood & i ts greats & 
near-greats of the past . 
Pub. at $10.00 Sale $4.98 

66. CASANOVA. By John Masters . Study of Gia-
como Casanova: new insights into T h e Great 
Lover 's complex personality — his rascally genius, 
frauds, bisexual loves, feats of courage & ingenuity, 
etc. A unique portrait of this most colorful & 
versatile 18th century figure. 180 i l lus. , 50 F U L L 
COLOR; 73/," x 10i/2". 
Pub. at $15.00 Sale $4.98 

32. THE AGE OF EXPANSION: Europe & The World 
1559-1660. Ed. by H . Trevor-Roper. Huge, deluxe 
volume exploring a vital era in the history of civ
ilization; ten noted authori t ies provide a most up-
to-date, brilliantly researched picture of a century 
in which Europe & the world were radically trans
formed. 604 illus., 185 F U L L COLOR; 10i/2" * 14". 
Pub. at $30.00 Sale $15.98 

10. ADVENTURES INTO THE PSYCHIC. By Jess 
Stearn. Ful ly documented account of the occult 
field today, ranging from E S P , life & health read
ings & seances, to astrology, prophecy & telepathic 
crime detection — with psychic experiences of pub
lic figures, more. 
Pub. at $4.95 Sale $1.98 

11. THE BIRDFEATHER ASTROLOGICAL SPACE BOOK. 
Tales of the Universe. By Barbara Birdfeather. 
New guide to understanding yourself through as
trology, how self-discovery through astrology can 
work for you and change your life. Includes in
structions on making your own personal astrological 
chart. 
Pub. at $6.95 Sale $1.98 

12. THE FACE OF FOLK MUSIC. Text by Robt. Shel-
ton; Photog. by David Gahr. The story of modern 
folk music, a huge encyclopedic work told in fas
cinating test & OVER 500 PHOTOS, covering the 
subject from its origin to today's pop offshoots. 
Evaluates hundreds of performers, with a photo of 
each one; 367 pages; 9 1 / " x 121 /" . 
Pub. at $14.95 Sale $6.98 

13. The Magic Religion: JESUS OF THE SPIRITS. By 
Pedro McGregor. Absorbing history, current trends 
and oustanding personalities of Spiri t ism, which 
today lists 10,000,000 followers. Sorcery, devils, 
exorcism, myths , initiation & incision ceremonies, 
fetish cults, & many other intriguing oddities fully 
described. With a rare glimpse at Palmelo, the 
only completely Spirit ist city in existence. 
Pub. at $5.95 Safe $1.98 

36. Nostalgia - THE UNIVERSAL SELF-INSTRUCTOR 
and Manual of General Reference. Facsimile of the 
classic 1883 edition. 6,400 unhurried articles com
prise this informal cornucopia — reams of general 
reference on education, home & society, amuse
ments — illus. with hundreds of drawings; maps , 
insignia, flags, a rms, etc., (in color) , & much more. 
672 pp. 83/," x 11". 
Pub. at $22.50 Sale $6.98 

37. Larousse WORLD MYTHOLOGY. Ed. by Pierre 
Grimal. Superb il lustrations & brilliant text by 23 
noted authors who examine & analyze the form & 
function of myths from the rites of prehistoric man, 
through the system of Egyptian Gods, the ancient 
Near Eas t , the Indian pantheon, & the gods & 
heroes of classical Greece & Rome. OVER 600 
P H O T O S , 40 F U L L COLOR; 545 pp ; 8V2" x 113/,". 

Special Import $9.98 

61. BARBECUE COOKBOOK. By Elizabeth Sewell. 
T h e ar t of barbecuing — exciting new ideas for de
licious dishes to prepare quickly & barbecue easily, 
everything from steak & chicken to appetizers & 
desserts, with tips on fish, vegetables, salads, 
breads, sauces, relishes, much more. 16 F U L L 
COLOR plates. Only $2.49 

62. Biography of Jean Cocteau: AN IMPERSONATION 
OF ANGELS. By Frederick Brown. Sensitive, wit
tily sympathet ic portrai t of J e a n Cocteau, the man 
and his work, reconstructing the periods through 
which he lived & helped to popularize — his rela
tionships with Proust , Gide. Stravinsky, Diaghilev, 
Picasso, et al . ; 35 photos; 6V£" x 9>4". 
Pub. at $12.50 Sale $2.98 

23. A GAMUT OF GAMES. By Sid Sackson. By the 
country 's leading game inventor, an exciting col
lection of 38 unique games, old & new, none avail
able in any other book: two handed bridge, tic-tac-
toe replacements, brain stretching pencil & paper 
& card games, inductive logic games, etc. line 
drawings; T/t" x 10' / ," . 
Pub. al $6.95 Sale $2.49 
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WITH EMPHASIS 
ON THE UNUSUAL 
Order Now! Save up to 400% over original published price! 

1. THE PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL LOVE: A PHOTO
GRAPHIC GUIDE TO SEXUAL INTERCOURSE: Explicit 
& exciting sexual success manual , with exception
ally revealing text & over 196 un-retouched photo
graphs - many in F U L L COLOR. T h e world of 
human sexual experience, feeling, love, passion, 
ecstasy & much more. Every embrace, position, 
technique & act fully explained in words & pictures, 
a 21st century home study marriage manual pre
senting the means of giving & taking more pleasure 
than previously imaginable. 320 pp ; 81//' x 11". 
Pub. at $15.00 Sale $9.98 

THE FILM 
TILLNOW 
PAULROTHA 
RICHARD GHFRTH 

7. THE FILM TILL NOW: A Survey of World Cinema. 
By Paul Rotha, with a New Section by Richard 
Griffith. The bible of the film world, covering in 
detail American & Euopean film-making, from the 
early, unsophisticated films to the finest a r t & 
Hollywood productions of modern times. 175 
photos, many rare & previously unpublished; 783 
pages. 

Special Import $4.98 

18. THE ART OF MACRAME. By J o a n Fisher. Prac
tical & comprehensive guide to the craft of creative 
knotting, with text & many photographs & diagrams 
providing step-by-step directions regarding equip
ment , preparation, suggested projects, the various 
knots, color & design, hangings, & much more. 

Special Import $3.98 

21. ORGANIC GARDENING FOR HEALTH AND NU
TRITION. By J o h n & Helen Philbrick. Sound, step-
by-step guide to raising nutri t ious, flavorful & 
healthful vegetables for the novice "backya rd" gar
dener — covers every aspect from Planning (seeds, 
tools, soil analysis, crop rotation, etc.) to Harvest
ing, Cooking & Preserving. 
Pub. at $3.95 Sale $1.00 

22. The American EVERY DAY COOK BOOK in Color. 
By Margueri te Pat ten. Over 100 F U L L COLOR 
photos! Over 1,000 tested recipes for every occa
sion! For both beginner & experienced cook, step-
by-step instructions & hints on buying — unusual 
recipes — exotic desserts — original ideas for break
fast — dieting dishes — beverages — much much 
more; 7 ' / i" x 101/,". 

Special $4.98 

63. THE SEXUAL IMPULSE. By Edward Charles . 
Foreword by Jul ian Huxley. Iconoclastic marr iage 
manual for adul t men & women in mental & bodily 
health. Peels away conventional layers of thought 
about sex, showing that sex can be an art. Detailed 
chapters on sexual union, contraception, pregnnacy, 
chapters on sexual union, contraception, pregnancy, 
masturbation, the bio-chemistry of sexual desire, 
and much more. Unique illustrations. 
Pub. at $10.00 Only $2.98 

28. THE CHECKERED FLAG. By Peter Helck. The 
only authentic history of road racing in America, 
from the first race in 1895 to 1916, when the last 
old Vanderbuilt & Internat ions were run. Also 
covers 25 great European races with detailed tabu
lation. Text & hundreds of drawings by the author; 
fwds, by five noted racing personalities, more. lO1/)" 
x 13 ' / 2" . 
Pub. at $25.00 Sale $7.98 

4. HISTORY AND PRACTICE OF MAGIC. By Paul 
Christian. Bri l l iant survey of occult practices cov
ering the secret lore of Egypt , Rome, India , 
Druidie Bri ta in , Greece, & Persia — delves into 
the mysteries of the pyramids , sorcery, pacts with 
the Devil & werewolves. Fully illustrated with 
arcane diagrams & symbols; supplementary articles 
& notes. 
Pub. at $10.00 Sale $4.98 

16. NEW YORK. By Ka te Simon; Photog. by An
dreas Feininger. Fresh, exciting portrait of a 
fabulous city. New York in all of its moods & ac
tivities: T h e opera & the circus, the parks , mu
seums, nightclubs, garment district, Greenwich 
Village, Park Avenue, Broadway, the airports , 
subways, etc. City life as it was and is, of places 
to see & things to do; 108 photos, 56 F U L L 
COLOR; 9i/i" x 121/,". 
Pub. at $15.00 Sale $6.98 

29. IMPERIAL TRAGEDY: Japan in World War II. 
By Thomas M. Coffey. The Japanese story of W W 
II , told within the framework of the first days and 
the last — the detai ls of the days in December, 
1941, & those terrible hours in August, 1945, as the 
Japanese lived them. 16 photos; 526 pp . 
Pub. at $12.95 Sale $2.98 

67. ANANGA RANGA: The Hindu Art of Love Illus
trated. Magnificently i l lustrated edition of the 
classic Ars Amoris Indica, comprising a rich dis
tillate of six centuries of commentaries and elabora
tions on the Kama Sutra; with a contemporary 
evaluation of Oriental sex medicines & recipes, and 
25 full-page illus.; complete & unexpurgated. 8>4" 
x 11>/," 
Pub. at $15.00 Sale $4.98 

69. HOCKEY. By Tren t Frayne; Photog. by Harold 
Barkley; Intro, by Johnny Bower. Big-time hockey; 
the fastest, most challenging game in the world. 
Fast-action text & 140 F U L L COLOR action photos 
reveal the game's origins, growth, & how it is 
played today; includes all N H L teams — rinkside 
scenes, i ts s tars , much more. 10V£" x 123/,". 
Pub. at $9.95 Sale $5.98 

70. MAN AND MOTOR: The 20th Century Love Affair. 
E d . by Derek Jewell. More than 100 top writers, 
photographers & ar t is ts expose modern man ' s pas
sion for his automobile. A few highlights from the 
voluminous contents — the inside world of racing 
& racers; revealing studies of the great car makers; 
Picasso, Ian Fleming, Ogden Nash & others write 
about their beloved cars; the auto & the future; 
the car as killer, and much more. Oner 200 photos, 
50 in lull color; many ar t is ts ' drawings; 11" x 8V2". 
Pub. at $17.50 Sale $6.98 

19. FONDUE COOKERY. By Alison Burt . New ideas 
for main courses, something special for dessert, 
suggestions for exciting suppers — this attractive, 
superbly illusrated book contains fondue recipes 
of all kinds: traditional Swiss, cheese, Boutgig-
nonne, sauces, much more. 16 F U L L COLOR 
photos; guide to equivalent weights and measures . 

Special Import $2.49 

34. THE COMPLETE BOOK OF MODEL RAILROADING. 
By David Sutton. Complete guide to railroading 
lore filled with practical ideas & know-how; all 
phases of model railroading in detai l , from layout 
design & track plans to scenery & mountain build
ing & type of equipment to use. Over 600 photos; 
83/," x Hi / , " . 
Pub. at $15.00 Sale $5.98 

64. A PICTORIAL HISTORY OF LOVE. By Pau l Ta-
bori. Strange tribal customs, the deliciously amoral 
frolics of the Greek gods, the passionate adventures 
of Casanova, the exploits of the infamous Borgias, 
chastity belts, famous women of ill-repute, etc. 250 
il lustrations of old pr ints , satirical cartoons, por
traits of famous lovers, photos of present-day film 
stars , and much more. 
Originally $5.00 Now only $2.98 

68. The American EVERY DAY COOK BOOK in Color. 
By Margueri te Pat ten. Over 100 F U L L COLOR 
photos! Over 1,000 tested recipes for every occa
sion! For both beginner & experienced cook, step-
by-step instructions & hints on buying — unusual 
recipes — exotic desserts — original ideas for break
fast — dieting dishes — beverages — much more 
more; 71//' x 101/,". Special $4.98 

59. English Scandal: TEMPLE OF LOVE. By Donald 
McCormick. T h e bizarre, utterly fascinating story 
of an English former Anglican curate , John Hugh 
Smyth-Pigot t — a thoroughly up-and-up, sophisti
cated, slightly eccentric, gospel sect, accepted by 
all the neighbors, until Smyth-Pigott's "soul-
brides" started to give birth to his children. 
Pub. at $4.50 Sale $1.98 

65. THE HISTORY OF CHAMPAGNE. By Andre L. 
Simon. Fascinating history of champagne treating 
its social aspects & as a noble wine that ranks with 
the best — the champagne industry from its origins 
to the present, tracing its fortunes through several 
centuries. 8 F U L L COLOR photos; drawings; IV2" 
x 103/i". Appendices; bibliography, index. 
Originally $10.95. Very Special $4.98 

I — — - M A I L THIS COUPON T O D A Y ! ! — — 
I 21st CENTURY BOOKS 
I Dept. NL472, 635 Madison Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. 10022 
1 Please send me the book bargains circled below. 
I MINIMUM ORDER $3. 
\ On orders totalling $3 to $10 add 35$! for shipping 
I charges. On orders over $10 no charge for shipping. 
> Add 354 per title for deliveries outside continental 
I U.S. 

I Enclosed find $ Send check or 
money order only. Payable to 21st Century Books. 

I Sales Tax: For delivery in N.Y.C., add 7%. For 
delivery elsewhere in New York State, add 6%. 
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Michael O'Donoghue's 

Autumn 
of '69 
Collegiate 
Songbook 

E j T — at* 5 J > J.I JE5 
We Will Have These Movements to Remember 

The May Day eve, we burned the bank, 
The night we trashed the Rotcy tank. 
We will have these movements to remember. 

The peace parades, the student strikes, 
The trip we dropped ten thousand mikes. 
We will have these movements to remember. 

When time has turned us old and gray, we fondly will recall 
The day we scrawled "Dow Shalt Not Kill!" upon the chem lab wall. 

The draft-board files we drenched in blood, 
The fast we held to free Mark Rudd. 
We will have these movements to remember. 

The memories of tear-gassed nights will echo through the years 
And how we fought the running dogs of Wall Street profiteers. 

The week in jail, the hippy narc, 
The quad we made a People's Park. 
We will have these movements to remember. 

The Sweetheart of S.D.S. 
The guerrilla of my dreams 
Is the hippist girl 
Of all the girls I've seen. 
Her hair's like Che's 
And she swings both ways, 
She's strung out on Dexadrine. 
Reads Mao in Chinese, 
Only wears dungarees, 
And always wins at chess. 
The police have reams 
On the guerrilla of my dreams— 
She's the sweetheart of S.D.S. / 

%? 

IT UP!" 

28 NATIONAL LAMPOON 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



50 CENTS THE DATING NEWSPAPER APRIL, 1956 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



FRENCH ART! 
You may not know much about 
art, but we know what you like! 
Wow! Get a load of those Titians! 
All in one book, the hottest 
paintings and sculptures of all 
t ime from the Moulin Louvre 
and other famous French "ar t 
collections"! Nothing is hidden! 
No f ig leaves or dominoes! So 
spicy, if they didn't put it in 
museums, we'd be put in ja i l ! 

Here are just a few of the mas
terpieces included to let you 
bone up on your art history! 

Mona Lisa—It's no secret why 
she's smil ing, and when you see 
the rest, you'l l know why she's 
a "mona" ! 

Venus de Mi/o—Sure, she hasn't 

f;ot any arms, but whoever 
ooked twice at an elbow? 

And remember, this is NOT a 
"bad book"! If anyone gives you 
gas, just say: "Hey, what have 
you got the rag on for? What 
I'm eyeballing here is my price
less cultural heritage!" And to 
make it easier, we've given the 
book a drippy tit le and slipped in 
a few pictures of old aqueducts 
and vases! Order today! 

A History of Western Art, $12.50. 
Send money to Hot French 
Books Inc., 2950 Elvira Ave., 
Urbana, III. 
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STUPID RULES 
We think it's about time 

for the hypocritical mem
bers of the parent-teacher 
click responsible for obso
lete standards and regula.-
tions to wake up and die 
right! 

Here we are in the mid
dle of the twentieth century 
in the age of the Bell X-9, 
Compatible Color TV, push
button gearshifts, and so 
much wheat we don't know 
what to do with it all, and 
pretty soon we'll have cars 
that drive for a year on a 
lump of atomic stuff the size 
of a Fig Newton, and still 
you'd think we were living in 
the Dark Ages when every
one was dumb, and they 
burned you at the stake if 
they caught you with a 
chemistry set, and you had 
to be home by nine on week-
nights and ten on weekends 
so the barbarians wouldn't 
sack you. 

We at Third Base think 
it's stupid to have the same 
rules now. For one thing, 
kids today are smarter and 
don't think the world is flat 
or worship cats, and be
cause we count with num
bers instead of letters and 
don't have to sit down and 
conjugate everything before 
we write it, it takes a lot less 
time to do homework. 

We categorically ask per

mission for everyone over 
the age of fifteen to be al
lowed to stay out until ten 
on weekdays and eleven on 
weekends. What's one more 
hour? That's less time than 
it would take for the Rus
sians to wipe us all out in a 
sneak attack! 

SCHOOL FOOD 
Here is the menu for 

lunches in the Philadelphia 
area high-school system for 
one week last month: 

MONDAY 
Cut Ziti Macaroni w / Meat 

& Cheese Sauce 
Baby Lima Beans 
Mashed Potatoes 
Italian Bread & Butter 
Rice Pudding 
Milk 

TUESDAY 
Hamburg & Gravy 
Mashed Potatoes 
Spinach 
Dinner Roll & Butter 
Prune Cup 
Milk 

WEDNESDAY 
Tomato Soup w/Rice 
Choice of Peanut Butter 

& Jam or Chicken Salad 
Sandwich 

Mashed Potatoes 
Fruited Jell-0 w/Topping 

THURSDAY 
Spanish Rice 
Shredded Cabbage Salad 

Applesauce 
Bread & Butter 
Mashed Potatoes 
Milk 

FRIDAY 
Fish Stix w/ Tartar Sauce 
Mashed Potatoes w/Onions 
Sliced Pickles 
Hard Roll & Butter 
Sugar Cookie & Dixie Cup 
Milk 

We think it's time to let 
the dietician know we're 
wise to what's going on! 

ROYAL SHAFT 
Here is another typical 

example of the royal shaft 
we at Third Base are always 
getting. Of course, none of 
this is ever reported in 
Junior Scholastic. 

After last month's issue 
came out, my desk was 
searched and a copy of 
Catcher in the Rye and a 
pack of Luckies, planted by 
stooge room monitors, were 
confiscated, and also some 
other personal items, which 
were planted, too; a letter 
was sent to my parents 
causing me to be grounded 
and to lose a week's allow
ance; I was sent to the end 
of the line at milk lunch; and 
I had to clap erasers for a 
week. 

How much longer are we 
going to put up with these 
storm-trooper tactics? 

THIRD BASE, The Dating Newspaper 

Editor in Chief Top Assistant Editor Advisor 
John Boni Hank Beard Mr. Neely 

Helpers 
Terry Catchpole, Lynn Goldsmith, Chris Miller, Marc Rubin, Walt Smith 

Spelling Cutting and Gluing Cokes 
Idie Emery Ellen Taurins Sheila Goldfarb 

Staff 
Red Ruffansoar, Stu Pendusdork, Zeke Steenyne, Bea Dmitri, 

Ivan Kutchakokoff, Charles U. Farley, Seymour Butts, Wilma Fingerdu, 
Peter Gozinya, Harry Wazoo, Dewar Balzac, Harriet Beecher Meete, Lotta Crabbe, 
Buster Hymen, Ida Hardon, Helen Bedd, Shirley Jism, Phil Adio, Connie Lingus, 

Hugh G. Rekshun, Kenny Dewitt, Wanda Feelmi, Leon Twotsky, Clyde Orris, 
Helen Howzyanakis, Harry P. Ness, Lope DeMule, Claude Balls, 

Stella Virgin, Hugo Jerkov. 

Third Base, The Dating Newspaper, Locker Third Base rsn't allowed. Compositions sent 
341, Warren G. Harding High School, Phila., to us that we didn't ask for won't be read if 
Penna. Copying the compositions in this paper we can't re'ad your wri t ing or the pages are all 
into a blue book, theme book, notebook, or stuck together, 
anything else without a permission slip f rom 
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A fast girl says, "When it comes to necking, I'm not pet-ticular!" 

DATE-
LINE 

Sure, I know that a lot of the kids in school say I'm bad 
and slutty, but all I know is I'm having a real blast and I don't 
have pimples, or rashes on my hands, or go home all nervous-
jervis from holding back with a date. If I like a fella and he 
showed me a nice time, I'll pet with him. I don't care who 
knows it, and that includes my parents, 
Mr. & Mrs of . 

, U.S.A. 
My dumb girl friends are always saying don't do any heavy 

petting unless it's with your steady. Well, first of all I don't 
have a steady because I like playing the field. Anyway, my 
drippy girl friends only say that because none of them have 
a finished basement or a fallout shelter to fool around in, or 
boyfriends with cars to park someplace with. 

Don't anybody get the impression that I'm easy, or boy-
crazy. I just like to pet. It's faroutsville and a hundred times 
neater than ordinary smooching or necking. Once you been 
petting with a smooth operator, you can't go back to necking. 
And as long as a guy keeps his hands to himself and doesn't 
try for the "danger zone," what's the harm in sending him 
home happy? And besides, I like petting. 

Anyway, I'm a doll that's always been curious about things, 
like wondering how many different ways you can pet and stuff 
like that. And I never thought I'd go even beyond my craziest 
dreams the night I was sitting in The Hop Shoppe with some 
of my nerdy girl friends. We were drinking some Cokes after 
the Friday-night school dance, a real drag, and our champion
ship football team first string broke through the door on their 
way home from a night practice. I thought they were acting 
real sharp, doing cool things on the way to the fountain like 
punching each other out on the shoulders, banging into tables, 
and saying, "Excuse me," and making rebel yells even though 
we live in the North. Real sharp stuff. Natch, my square girl 
friends said they were creeps. "Ugh, raunch t ime," they kept 
moaning, especially when the team did something neat. So 
there I was, sitting with three dullsville spastics, watching 
the team having a cool time. I wished I was with them instead, 
and that goes double for the dreamboat who played halfback. 
He was the snazziest-looking, the only one wearing shoulder 
pads over his school sweater, and he had his comb inside the 
front loops of his chinos, so it looked like a long black belt-
buckle. It really was neat and I could feel myself get interested. 
He noticed it, too, so imagine how I practically creamed in my 
jeans when he actually came up to our booth and pushed a 
malted in front of me. But leave it to my blow-lunch girl 
friend to spoil things. 

"Don't drink it, it's probably poisoned," she said, a real 
sarc remark if I ever heard one, but Dreamboat had a come
back reply. "Hardeeharhar," he said, and that shut her up. 
I took a couple of sips and one of the guys on the team yelled 
over from the fountain so everybody could hear, "Hey, that's 
the malt with the booze in it." What a great slash! Everybody 
laughed. Except my cubey girl friends. "Gross-out, gross-out," 
they kept saying. I told them if they weren't having a ball they 

could go. I was staying. Janie said that since we all came 
to the dance together we should all go home together or it 
would look "bad. " I didn't care, so they just splitsville and 
left me in the booth with Dreamboat. 

Right away I wanted to let him know I was interested, so 
I asked him to loan me his comb. He said that if he did, his 
pants would fall down because the ends were connected to 
his belt. "Smooth," I said, and he pushed a quarter into the 
booth juke for six big plays, one fast and five slow. We got 
up and danced the Slop and the latest "Bandstand" stuff 
while the rest of the team hung around and bird-dogged me 
with their eyes. They must have known me from before be
cause I could hear some of them whispering, "I t 's Make-Out 
Mary," and "For a heavy pet, she's the doll to get." Well, like 
I said, I'm not ashamed for liking what I like. Everybody found 
that out when I got the idea for double and triple dating, two 
or three guys and me, myself, and I out for a good time. 
Then I got the idea for a group date, and five or more guys 
would meet me a block from my house and we'd go out. 
Boy, when you've had five or six fellas all slipping their straws 
into your malted at once, it's really dragsville when you have 
to go back to two or three. 

Anyway, the team kept bird-dogging me, and I recognized 
one or two of them as being one-fifth of a date I had once. 
Don't ask me why, but I was getting all hepped up by them 
looking at me, even though I was dancing with One and Only. 
I really wanted to pet with him and feel his frantic kisses 
up, down, and all around my mouth and even maybe—for him 
I'd do it—my neck. I couldn't wait. Besides, I hadn't gotten 
petted in about a week and I was ready-Freddy. 

After the six dances were up, we all squeezed into a raked 
Hudson and began layin' rubber through town. I was on 
Dreamboat's lap, and since we were all crowded I was getting 
excited by all the touching and rubbing. My ankles began to 
sweat and it turned my slave chain green. I could hardly think 
straight, I was so excited. Then I got pressed and squeezed 
even more when the cat driving made a bunch of sharp turns 
so everybody could land on top of me from the swerves. I 
usually get mad from a dumb trick like that, but I liked it this 
time. These guys sure knew how to get a girl going. We ran 
a few red lights, and then one of the tackles in the front seat 
pulled out his comb and fixed his D.A. That made me even 
more hot and bothered. I just couldn't stand it anymore and 
leaned back, stuck out my lips, and closed my eyes to look as 
dreamy-looking as I could. I stayed like that for a couple of 
minutes and I guess they must have noticed something about 
the way I looked because the car stopped. 

"Hey, she's dead!" the wingback said, and they all laughed. 
Sarc, sarc, sarc, I thought, and breathed harder. Then every
body got so quiet all of a sudden and you could hear an 
ignition key drop. Jeepers, I thought, I heard about girls who 
did things with a whole football team, and now I was going 
to be one of them. I never dreamed it would happen to me, 
or even that I'd like it when it did, but I was wrong. I was even 

continued on page 8 
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Interview 
Make-Out Man Tony Redunzo 

THIRD BASE 

"I was never on a date 
I didn't make out on!" 

THIRD BASE cut class one 
day and went to Nathan 
Hale High School for this 
special interview with a 
make-out artist. We asked 
around the halls and in the 
caf du r ing f i f t h lunch, 
"Who's the biggest make-
out man in school?" Every
body, but everybody, said 
the same thing: TONY Re
dunzo, "Fast Tony," "The 
Mover," "Operator Plus," a 
junior transfer from Waldon 
Vocational, the school that 
burned down last month. 

THIRD BASE: Tony, how do 
you become a make-out ar
tist? 
TONY: Practice makin' out 
a lot. 
THIRD BASE: How do you do 
that? 
TONY: With a chick. 
THIRD BASE: What if you 
can't get one to practice 
with? 
TONY: Tough. 
THIRD BASE: Uh . . . every
body says you can make out 
with anybody. 
TONY: Yeah. I just got a way 
with chicks. Ever since I was 
a kid. 
THIRD BASE: How do you 
do it? 
TONY: Well, now it's easy. 
If a chick goes out with me, 
I know she's a make-out on 

account of my rep. She must 
want what Tony's after, see, 
or she wouldn't date me. 
But if you're a guy just start-
in' out, you gotta use the 
techniques. 
THIRD BASE: That's what 
we want to know, Tony, the 
techniques. 
TONY: Like I said, it comes 
natural to me. But no matter 
what, you always gotta be 
sincere with a chick. Even if 
you gotta phony it up. Al
ways dress sharp and be 
snazzy lookin', keep your 
suedes brushed, keep your 
cool, an' know the words to 
all the latest tunes. That's 
the basics. Then you go 
shoppin' for a chick to click 
with. 

THIRD BASE: What's the 
first thing you do when you 
spot a doll? 
TONY: Get 'er lookin' at me. 
Usually, I walk over near 
where she's standin' an' 
crash into her accidental. 
THIRD BASE: Accidental on 
purpose. 
TONY: You got the idea. 
Now I look 'er over. Give 'er 
the Redunzo up-an'-down. 
Somet imes a s tuck-up 
chick'll make a face or stick 
her tongue out at you, but 
t ha t ' s okay 'cause tha t 
means she's lookin'. That's 
when I turn it on and just 
stand there real cool an' un
dress 'er with my eyes. 
THIRD BASE: Wow! Undress 
her? 

TONY: Just down to the 
brassiere. You don't wanna 
scare her off. Now she's all 
set for me to make the big 
move. 
THIRD BASE: You ask her 
for a date? 
TONY: I start combin' my 
hair. Right in front of her. 
With this. 
THIRD BASE: Hey, that's a 
neat comb. 
TONY: Yeh. It's a custom 
job. I made it in shop. Now 
she knows I mean business, 
so I don't waste any time. I 
wanna see right away if 
she's a make-out or not. So 
I ask her the big question, 
point blank. 
THIRD BASE: No kidding! 

The big question? 
TONY: Yeh. How late can 
you stay out? See, if they're 
allowed out after nine 
o'clock without permission 
on a school night, you know 
her folks have given up on 
tryin' to control her. A doll 
like that does what she 
wants an' she's prob'ly a hot 
ticket. It ain't failed yet. I 
even know some chicks can 
stay out late as ten, ten-
fifteen without special per
mission. 

THIRD BASE: What're they 
like? 
TONY: You figure it out. 
THIRD BASE: Wow! 
TONY: You said it. Ready, 
willing, and able. Best of all, 
though, are the dolls who 
don't have to be in until 
g|gygfl 
THIRD BASE: What about 
them? 
TONY: I dunno. I gotta be 
home by ten-thirty myself, 
but it figures they gotta be 
something wild. 
THIRD BASE: What about a 
doll that has to be home 
before nine? 
TONY: You talkin' weekends 
ordurin' school? 
THIRD BASE: School. 
TONY: Total loss. Just go 
pull your pud instead of 
wasting time on a drip like 
that. 
THIRD BASE: How else can 
you tell if a chick'll make 
out? 
TONY: Sometimes I use the 
straw technique. 
THIRD BASE: What's that? 
TONY: Let's say you're at 
the soda fountain after a 
date an' it's your treat. In a 
case like that, I usually go 
all out an' order a cherry 
Coke. There's something 
about a cherry Coke makes 
a doll think she's bein' 
treated special. When it 
comes, only put one straw 
in it. Get the picture? Now 
you take a swig and push 
the glass over to her. If she 
drinks from the straw, 
chances are she's a make-
out, 'cause she don't mind 
getting her mouth where 
your mouth was. 
THIRD BASE: I didn't know 
that. 

TONY: Live an' learn. But, it 
don't count if she wipes the 
top of the straw with her 
fingers first. 
THIRD BASE: If I tried that, 
my chick would probably 

say, "Hey, where's my 
straw?" 
TONY: Could be she's wor
ried about germs. A lotta 
chicks are takin' Hygiene 
class. Hi, Gene. 
THIRD BASE: Lookin' keen. 
TONY: What's the scene? 
THIRD BASE: In between. 
TONY: What? 
THIRD BASE: Between your 
legs. 
THIRD BASE: After you start 
making out, how far can you 
go? 
TONY: Depends on if they're 
hot-natured an' how much. 
Some chicks are heavy 
make-outs. Just touch 'em 
an' they're all over you. But 
most chicks, you gotta help 
'em along. Blowin' in their 
ear gets most of 'em ex
cited. Then when they start 
getting passionate, start 
coppin' a few feels. A lotta 
times they're so excited they 
don't realize what's happen
ing. But you always have a 
comeback reply in case they 
say, "Keep your hands to 
yourself," "Private proper
ty. No fishing allowed," or 
something like that. Just act 
surprised an' say, "Gee, I 
didn't even realize what I 
was doin' ," or " I t just hap
pened." Just say it sincere. 
THIRD BASE: What if she 
don't say anything about 
feelin' her up? 
TONY: Then you know you 
can get some more. Go for 
a grab under the sweater. 
Sneak your hand under an' 
work up, slow. Then let a 
finger slip inside the bras
siere. When it's in there, go 
for the nipple. It's the little 
point at the end of the tit. 
That really gets 'em boiling. 
THIRD BASE: Do you get a 
lot of bare tit? 
TONY: Shit, yeah! Almost al
ways. I got a special routine 
for it. 

THIRD BASE: What? 
TONY: Trade secret. 
THIRD BASE: Come on. 
TONY: Okay, okay. You're 
wheelin' a chick home after 
a date an' you go park some
place dark. First thing she'll 
say is "How come we're 
stopped?" 
THIRD BASE: Boy, sounds 
like you know my chick. 
TONY: What's 'er name? 
THIRD BASE: Mar -uh , you 
wouldn't know her. So what 
do you do then? 
TONY: Just say something 
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like, "Don't worry! I ain't 
gonna try nothin'. Every
body knows you're a "good 
gir l , " so I wasn't even think-
in' about makin' out." Now, 
if there's something a doll 
don't want to be called, it's 
a "good g i r l , " an' pretty 
soon she'll be tryin' to prove 
she ain't. I get most of my 
bare t i t with that routine, 
but it always brings on a 
case of B.B. 

THIRD BASE: Blue balls. 
TONY: You said it. Only 
thing left is go slam the 
ham. 
THIRD BASE: How far do 
you usually go with a chick? 
TONY: Oh, I figure to get dry 
humps about half the time. 
You gotta have space, 
though, like a sofa or on the 
beach. You can't dry hump 
good in the car. Unless 
you're a midget. Usually a 
chick'll let me give her some 
dry fingering instead. 
THIRD BASE: How's that 
feel? 

TONY: Real! 
THIRD BASE: Sex appeal. 
TONY: Good deal. Some
times though, you get 
chicks'll say, just for exam
ple, "Gee, Tony, I'd love to 
make out with you, but I'm 
afraid of what'll happen. 
You're so wonderful, I 
wouldn't trust myself once 
we got started." 
THIRD BASE: You actually 
had girls say that to you? 
TONY: I said just for ex
ample, didn't I? All you gotta 
do is put on an innocent face 
an' say, "Gee, don't worry 
about that. I can't mess 
around for real. I'm plannin' 
to go to college." Talkin' 
college relaxes 'em, lets 
'em think you won't do noth
in' dumb to ruin your life. 
Then, while you're talkin' 
about how you're gonna 
major in shop or mechanics, 
you start in on her. You're 
on your way. 

THIRD BASE: Boy, you got 
every angle covered. 
TONY: Wait, there's more. 
Another routine is the "Re-
dunzo reverse." Tell the 
chick, "Don't worry, I won't 
touch you. I don't trust my
self, so I'd better not even 
kiss you. You know about us 
hot-blooded Italians, so I'm 
not takin' any chances." 
Two bits says the chick'll 
tell you, " I know when to 
stop," or " I ' l l tell you when 

you're going too far." But 
they don't. 
THIRD BASE: Where's the 
best place to make out? 
TONY: Nothin' like a nice, 
soft sofa, but you gotta get 
inside the chick's house for 
that. 
THIRD BASE: How do you 
do that? 
TONY: When I take 'em to 
the door, I say something off 
the subject, like "Can I use 
your bathroom?" 
THIRD BASE: Terrific. 
TONY: Now, she won't just 
say no. She'll tell you that 
goin' upstairs might wake 
up her folks or something. 
Some guys lose their cool 

right there and they give up. 
Just start hoppin' up an' 
down a little and say you 
gotta go real bad. If you're 
outside, sort of look at her 
old lady's roses like they'd 
be okay inna pinch. If she 
still says no, ask can you 
come in for a glass of water 
on account of you're thirsty. 
You gotta have that come
back ready. Boom. You're 
inside. 
THIRD BASE: What next? 
TONY: Drink the water, but 
slow. Then, on the way out, 
you say with a surprise that 
you got a couch or a sofa at 
home just like hers. "Lernme 
see if it feels the same," you 

can say, and then you go try 
it out. Once you get on that 
sofa, you're hard to move. 
THIRD BASE: What if her 
old man shows up? 
TONY: I got a special one 
for that. See, I can make my
self throw up, just like that. 
So, if one of the fossils 
makes the scene, I just blow 
a little lunch, and every
thing's cool. You know, I 
felt a little sick, so she was 
gettin' me some aspirin. 
See, what you do is kind of 
half gargle, half cough, like 
this. Oh, sorry. 
THIRD BASE: Yeah, I see 
what you mean. 
TONY: Never fails. 

continued 
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continued 

THIRD BASE: That's neat. 
TONY: Smelly feet. 
THIRD BASE: What's a 
treat? 
TONY: Beatin' your meat. 
THIRD BASE: Tony, how do 
you start foolin' around? 
You know, what's the first 
thing you do to make out? 
TONY: Inside the house or 
inna car? 
THIRD BASE: Both. 
TONY: Hunnerts o' ways. 
See, the idea is to get 'em 
thinkin' about it, get 'em on 
the subject, but do it real 
casual, like. Start in with 
one of your lines. I got a 
whole bunch of 'em. Like, 
I'll ask the chick if she got 
a girl friend named Kay. 
When she says yes, you say, 
"Oh. Then if you see Kay, 
tell her I want her." Get it? 
If you see Kay.. . F-U-C-Kay. 
Or you can say, "Do you 
know my friend, Buster 
Cherry?" Get it? Buster 
Cherry? And when she says, 
"No," you say, "Tits O.K." 
That puts you right onna 
subject. 

THIRD BASE: Heyyyyy! 
TONY: Right. An' if she 
laughs, you know she's wise 
an' you can start makin' out 
pretty quick. If she gets mad, 
usually she'll say something 
like "Watch your tongue." 
But that's okay, too. You 
still know she's wise, or why 
did she get mad? Either way 
you know the situation. 
THIRD BASE: What if she 
doesn't have a girl friend 
named Kay? 

TONY: Stay cool, go to an
other subject. Like if I was 
in my Merc, I'd say, "How's 
about drivin' down to the 
Cuban airport and watch the 
Spanish fly?" 
THIRD BASE: That's sharp. 
TONY: You bet. She's gotta 
laugh 'cause it's a joke. If 
she does, great. If she says, 
"Huh?" that's even better, 
'cause now you can explain 
the joke. Either way you're 
on the subject. Then you 
say how you'd never use the 
stuff, even though you got a 
box of it at home, 'cause if a 
chick don't like you enough 
to make out with you, you 
won't force her. Sincere bull
shit like that. Works alia 
time. 

THIRD BASE: You actually 
got Spanish fly at home? 
TONY: Nawwww! I just say 
that. 

THIRD BASE: Oh. 
TONY: Now, if I'm inna car, 
I got it made in the shade 
anyway, 'cause I've put all 
kinds of lumpy stuff, pieces 
of junk and nuts an' bolts 
an' my kid brother's old 
sled, in there under the up
holstery, so if she don't wan
na bust her bums, she's 
gotta sit in Tony-boy's lap. 
Of course, you gotta look out,, 
'cause sometimes they'll 
bring along a phone book or 
a big textbook or somethin' 
like that and kind of slip it 
in between, you know? Their 
mothers tell 'em to do that. 
THIRD BASE: What do you 
do then? 

TONY: Depends. If it's a 
phone book, I'll say, "Ex
cuse me, I gotta look up a 
number," or if it's like a his
tory book, maybe I'll go, 
"Hey, I been wondering, just 
when was the Louisiana 
Purchase?" 
THIRD BASE: Sharp! 
TONY: Another good starter 
is this National Geographic 
I stole from a dentist. 
There's a section about 
tribes without clothes in it, 
an' you can see the pictures. 
I keep it on the back seat or 
in the glove compartment. 
Sometimes I let it slip outta 
my book bag. That's always 
good. 

THIRD BASE: Hey, can I see 
this? 
TONY: Just don't take it 
outta the car. 
THIRD BASE: I won't. What 
other ways is there? 
TONY: Over here on the 
dash I painted "Class of 
' 69" in nail polish. 
THIRD BASE: Class o f - O h , 
yeah. I get it. 
TONY: Right. She's bound 
to ask about it. If she don't, 
you bring it up casual. Say, 
"Hey, look at what my dumb 
buddy did for a joke and I 
can't get it off." Boom. 
You're on the subject. You 
got her thinkin' about it. 
THIRD BASE: What page 
does it have about the 
tribes? 

TONY: Inna middle some
place. Another way is just 
say something French like 
"we-we" or "F i - f i " an' take 
it from there. Anything 
French is automatically talk-
in' about the subject. 
THIRD BASE: Hey, look, you 
can see tits an' everything. 
TONY: I told ya. 

THIRD BASE: There's some
thing gunky stuck on the 
page here. 
TONY: If you're out after a 
prom or a hop or something, 
you got a great way to get on 
the subject just by talkin' 
about the wrist corsage you 
got her. Talk about the bees 
goin' in the flowers and what 
they do and stuff like that. 
THIRD BASE: It won't come 
off. 
TONY: A real neat starter is 
tellin' the chick right from 
the beginning that you're 
thinking about becoming a 
priest, but you wanna see if 
you're cut out for it. Tell her 
she's a test date so you can 
see if you can control your
self from makin' out, 'cause 
if you can control yourself 
with her, you can resist any
thing. 

THIRD BASE: Look, what is 
this stuff anyway? Oh, gross! 
TONY: The more you don't 
try anything with her, she 
gets more upset that she's 
resistible. Sooner or later 
she's all over you, tryin' to 
get you hot. I got a hand-job 
that way once. 
THIRD BASE: That's genius. 
TONY: Bet your ass. 
THIRD BASE: Lotta class. 
TONY: Inna grass. 
THIRD BASE: Tony, what's 
the biggest problem in mak
ing out? 

TONY: There's two. One is 
gettin' from the front seat of 
the car to the back seat 
without a chick suspectin' 
any th ing . Pretend you 
dropped something import
ant back there like your 
comb and you gotta go look 
for it. She'll usually help 
you out and there you are. 
THIRD BASE: What's the 
other problem? 
TONY: A chick wearin' a 
one-piece dress up to the 
neck. I'm talkin' if you wan
na try for some grabs. It's 
almost impossible, so you 
gotta get in there through 
the sleeves. It's rough, but 
if you can get past the dress 
shields, you're hittin' on all 
eight cylinders. 
THIRD BASE: Who makes 
out the best? 

TONY: Blondes an' nurses. 
My best make-outs was 
blondes. Nurses really know 
the score, too. 
THIRD BASE: You made out 
with a nurse? 
TONY: Naw, most of 'em are 

older 'n me. But I heard. 
They know all about pro
tecting themselves, so they 
do it more. 
THIRD BASE: How can you 
tell if a doH'll go all the way? 
TONY: Lotsa ways. If a chick 
sits with her legs apart, or 
chews gum and wears make
up, you just know. If they 
got big tits, they'll do it, too. 
Your best bet, though, is a 
chick with skin trouble. 
They're always doin' it 
'cause that's the only way 
they can get guys. Same 
goes for real uglies, too. You 
can get anything from an 
ugly chick. Only thing is, 
people see you with her and 
they know you're after one 
thing. Then you got your 
ordinary pig or beast. Really 
foul, but they'll fuck a duck. 
THIRD BASE: Lots of luck. 
Did you ever go all the way? 
TONY: Are you kiddin'? 
THIRD BASE: Gee. 
TONY: One time I was mak
in' deliveries onna after-
school job and this married 
chick 

THIRD BASE: Married? 
TONY: You heard me. She 
was married an' her hus
band was out of town some
place. Well, she gave me a 
tip.and while she was doin' 
that, she gave me a French 
handshake. Right then I 
knew. 
THIRD BASE: What's a 
French handshake? 
TONY: Come on. You know. 
THIRD BASE: No. 
TONY:You're shakin' hands, 
right? And one of you tickles 
the palm with the middle 
finger. It's a signal the 
Frenchjes use when they got 
the hots. They go around 
givin' French handshakes 
til l somebody says yes. You 
do it like this. 

THIRD BASE: Ohhhhh. We 
call it "Tickle your Fancy." 
TONY: Well, it's a French 
handshake. 
THIRD BASE: What about 
the married chick? 
TONY: Turns out she's a real 
sex fiend, see. One of those 
lymphomaniacs. They gotta 
make out almost every day. 
Something's wrong with 
their nerves makes 'em that 
way. She was somethin', 
boy. Really somethin'. 
THIRD BASE: Did you go all 
the way? 

TONY: She had her clothes 
off an' everything. I could 
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see her hair. 
THIRD BASE: Down there. 
TONY: You said it. She had 
grown-up tits an' all. 
THIRD BASE: What hap
pened? 
TONY: I must of been there 
for three hours. Fantastic. 
THIRD BASE: Did you do it? 
What happened? 
TONY: Ahhhh, she was hav-
in' her period. 
THIRD BASE: Oh. 
TONY: But we was gonna. 
It's just that it was the 
twenty-eighth of the month. 
THIRD BASE: Tough. 
TONY: Yeh.Should of known. 
All chicks get it on the 
twenty-eighth every month 
like clockwork. I might as 
well of stayed home and 
pounded the peter. 
THIRD BASE: Nothin' neat
er. 
TONY: Nothin' sweeter. • 

HEARTY HAR-HARS 
John Wayne and Marilyn 

Monroe got married. That 
night they were taking off 
their clothes in the motel 
room. John Wayne removed 
his shirt. 

"Why, what's that?" said 
Marilyn Monroe, pointing to 
the hair on his chest. 

"Oh, that's my grass," 
replied the actor. He then 
watched as Marilyn Monroe 
took off her blouse and her 
brassiere."What are those?" 
he asked. 

"Those are my babies," 
she rep l ied . Then John 
Wayne took off his pants and 
his underpants. 

"What is that?" cried Mar
ilyn Monroe. 

"That's my car," said 
John Wayne, who then 
watched as Marilyn took off 
her girdle and her panties. 
"What's that?" he asked, 
when she was finished. 

"That's my garage," she 
explained. 

"Well, I'll make you a 
deal," said John Wayne. "I ' l l 
let your babies play in my 
grass if I can park my car in 
your garage!" 

Spell "p ig " backwards 
and then say the word 
"slow." 

The angle of the dangle 
and the square of the hair 
divided by the heat of the 
meat equals the cube of the 
tube! 

A THIRD BASE BONE-US! 

Cut out this score sheet and save! 

NAM E _PHONE_ 
HAS TO BE HOME BY 
NUMBER OF DATES: Alone_ 

.AGE. 
.Double, 

.PERIOD. 
.Other. 

_BUILD 
.MAKE-OUT: Yes No_ 

HOME ROOM 

BASE: 1st. .2nd. 
SCORE 

3rd. 
Caught in rundown between and 
KISSES: Regular French 
PETS: Rubs _ _ G r a b s _ Nudges. 

Thrown out at. 
_Other 

.Home Plate. 
.Picked off at 

.Fondles. .Slaps received. 
SKIN FEELS: Between bottom of sweater/blouse and top of skirt 
Bare back inside sweater/blouse Bra strap: Back 
DANGER ZONE: Down there _Near there Around there 
BRA: Unhook 

.Shoulder. 

.Slide down. .Falsies: Yes. No. 
TOTAL FEELS: Over clothes. 
FINGERS: Dry Wet_ 
LOVER'S BALLS: Yes 

.Over bra. 
.Broken. 

Under clothes/bra_ 
JOBS: Hand Other. 

.No. 

"Sorry, Debby, but the 
car just won't start!" 

When you go parking, take it 
into extra innings with our mini
ature battery-operated 45 rpm 
record player. Comes with re
cordings of car breakdown 
noises, howling wolves, rattle
snakes preparing to strike, rats 
f ight ing, and Russian bombers. 
Fits easily under hood; can be 
hooked up so f irst turn of igni
t ion starts i t going. A bargain at 
$24.98. Datemate, Inc., 2330 
Western Blvd., Bayonne, N.J. 

IN TROUBLE? 
If she is, so are you! Don't be a 
yo-yo! Send for complete, easy-
to-use Pregaway Set. Kit comes 
with four professional suction 
nozzles (including universal 
adapter for all makes of vacuum 
cleaners), one dozen horizontal 
main girders f rom deluxe Erec
tor Set, rubber dart pistol wi th 
six darts and twenty feet of den
tal floss, five-ounce can of 
Drano, fly-casting rod with tiny 
rattles, and other proven fetus 
lures, and' complete set of bus 
schedules to all major cities in 
U.S. (specify hometown). Only 
$39.98. Pregaway Products, Pos-
tale #34, Nogales, Mexico. 

SALTPETER METER 
t Stands for how much S.P. 
you can eat and still get it up 
by reading book listed. 
t t t tRed hot 

t t tNotbad! 
ttO.K. 

f Read your sister's 
diary instead! 

t f T God's Little Acre 
tt 

tf I 
Peyton Place 
Lady Chatterly's Lover 
Tropic of Cancer 
Kinsey Report 
Blackboard Jungle 
By Love Possessed 
Catcher in the Rye 

. Battle Cry 
t t f f Amboy Dukes 

f f t National Geographic, 
May, 1955 

t 

AMAZING DEVICE! 
Are you embarrassed because 
you are powerless to contain or 
disguise the clouds of smelly 
gasses that you emit in cars, at 
dances, or on a date? Then what 
you need is the Super Safety 
Fart Emulsifier. Streamlined 
case clips to belt, looks like an 
ordinary pen holster, but actu
ally contains a tiny tank of pro
pane, jet nozzle, and sparking 
wheel. A single push of power 
plunger l ights f lame in nozzle 
and sends pulse of blazing gas 
into odor zone! Fart is safely, 
odorlessly detonated. Can also 
be used to melt frozen car-locks. 

Send $9.98 to Wangies, 430 
Washington St., Fall River, Mass. 

FALSIE RADAR 
They won't fool you anymore 
when you're wearing this U.S. 
Army surplus Radar Bogus 
Bosom Detector. Originally used 
by the FBI to detect Russian 
spies posing as women, it gives 
off a telltale warning buzz when 
it spots a pair of phony knock
ers. Find out before the tenth 
date! Send $49.95 to Wreltne 
Products, 5001 Valdalia Blvd., 
Las Cruces, Calif. 

BOSS NEW SLASHES 
Up my moon with a gravy 

spoon! 
Kiss my foot, three joints 

up! 
Stick your thumbs in your 

rear and walk on your el
bows! 

What I eat today, you eat to
morrow! 

Roses are red, violets are 
blue, something in the 
toilet looks like you! 

Your mother drives a pickle 
truck! 

Is that your face or did your 
pants fall down? 

Eat it raw through a flavor 
straw! 

Make like a hockey player 
and get the puck out of 
here! 

WANT TO PUCKER? 
Turn ordinary kissing sessions 
into osculation orgies with these 
lip aids, every one made by over
sexed Italian hula-dancers in Ti
juana, France! 
Male Add-a-Lip. Your mouth can 
be bigger than nature made it with 
this special strap-on device. Giant 
lips made of lifelike rubberoid fit 
snugly over your own tiny lips. 
$3.98. 
The Embouchure. She's sure to 
get hepped up when you put on a 
pair of these famous musicians' 
lips with the "tickler" on top! 
This is the special lip it takes 
years for horn players to develop. 
Specify B-flat trumpet, alto sax, 
B-flat clarinet, oboe, or French 
horn. 84.98. 
Puffo. Thin lips can be enlarged 
without artificial devices with Puf
fo. When Puffo, shaped like a 
human fist, is applied to youv 
mouth by you or a friend, your 
lips quickly become larger, softer, 
more sensitive. $2.98. 
Immigrant Lips. The same kind 
that made America great. Each 
lip a genuine replica of a foreign 
mouth as recorded on lip prints 
at Ellis Island. She'll be happy to 
let you go "round the world" 
when you're wearing these "lips 
of many nations." Italian, Greek, 
Spanish, Arabian, Scandinavian, 
Slavic, Irish, $4.98 per pair. Po
lish, $3.98 per pair. 

The Lipschitz. Are Jewish lips 
really differentville, like you hear 
in the locker room? We have a 
limited number of these special 
"uncircumcised" lips in stock. 
Find out for yourself! $5.98. 
(Sorry, Arabian and Jewish lips 
cannot be mailed in the same 
order.) 
The Boston Blackie. If only half of 
what you hear about the coloreds 
is true, then you should give these 
babies a try! And there's a bonus: 
they make your teeth look whiter! 
$4.98. 
Ubangi. The biggest there is. 
Really wild! For professional 
make-out artists only! As adver
tised in National Geographic. 
$7.98. 
Prolongo. You won't want to come 
up for air when you use this 
miracle substance on your lips. 
Secret ingredients make your 
kisses last longer, and a safe, pow
erful adhesive makes it harder for 
her to break away. Comes in 
handy easy-to-apply stick. $1.29. 

To order, send amount for items 
desired, plus 25 cents to cover 
postage and handling, to Pucker 
Products, Box 1159, Penn Station, 
N.Y. NOTE: All items sold for 
the prevention of cold sores and 
chapping only. 
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CLASSIFIED AD RATES: 10 cents per word. Box 69, $5. 

PeManalt 

BUDDY HOLLY is alive! Play 
"Peggy Sue" backwards at 
16%. Got any other clues? 
Send to Danny, Box 43. 

Daisy chain, 
Box 14. 

every Friday. 

LEARN KISSING, French-style, 
from experienced petter—how 
to work the tongue, where, 
and why. Send 25 cents for 
booklet that tells you other 
things to do with your tongue 
besides talking! Box 45. 

THREE SHARP CHICKS from 
Rosensweig Junior High, reaj 
cute, interested in meeting 
some cool cats for purposes 
of P & N, G & R. Write Cher
ry Bumps, Box 22. No drips 
or brains, please. 

Look sharper, increase your combing pleasure with these 
grooming aids! These items from Mr. D. A. have saved many 
steadies from breaking up! All items scientifically tested 
for safety and hygiene. 

THE DINGER—Our most popular 
combing device. It bends to any 
shape, lets you comb f rom any 
posit ion; no need to stop comb
ing just because you're in a 
t ight spot. Flexible, rugged; f i ts 
anywhere at al l ! $2.25. 

THE MIGHTY JACK-Jus t about 
the f inest grooming aid on the 
market today. This special ten-
inch rattail has extra-thick 
prongs for total st imulat ion and 
will maintain its rigidity for deep 
penetrat ion. Special back piece 
Splitter for straight, t rue D.A.'s 
every t ime. When you whip out 
The Mighty Jack, they know 
you're not fool ing around! $2.50. 

THE BLACK BOMBER-A comb 
for you cats with problems. Do 
you nave a tendency to comb too 
fast, so it's all over just when 
you're get t ing started? How 
about you husky guys who can't 
reach all of your head? The 
Black Bomber gets into all those 
hard-to-reach places with fifteen 
inches of rubberized plastic and 
over f i f ty t i t i l la t ing teeth. $3. 

THEVIBRO C O M B - A real break
through of modern science. Spe
cial, battery-powered motor 
st imulates your hair r ight down 
to the roots, excites your fol
l icles, and leaves your scalp 
t ingl ing. If you can't have her 
f ingers in your hair, use ours! 
$5. 

PROLONGO-Keeps your hair 
erect for hours. Don't be embar
rassed by a l imp, floppy head of 
hair halfway through a heavy 
make—look cool all the t ime. 
Prolongo actually maintains, 
lengthens, and stiffens your 
hair, wi thout smellv glues or 
messy cements. $3.50. 

KOMBA SUTRA CARDS-Unique 
playing cards show comb posi
tions used all over the world, in
cluding techniques never before 
seen in this country. Completely 
i l lustrated, noth ing omit ted or 
hair-brushed out. Learn the 
French two-hand technique, the 
Italian quickie, the Greek re
verse. Many more. $4.98. 

Rush me the safe, hygienic grooming devices 1 have checked 
below. 1 certify that 1 am at least twelve years of age. 

Mighty Jack Dinger Black Bomber 
Prolongo Komba Sutra 

Name 

Vibro Comb 

City State Zone 

PLAIN JANES! Do you spend 
Saturday night at home play
ing checkers with your creepy 
kid brother while the gang is 
out having a swell time just 
because you're a little on the 
homely side? Let Mixmaster, 
the scientific dating service, 
find you Mr. Right. Just send 
your name, telephone num
ber, and $1 to Mixmaster, 
Box 208, Stuyvesant Station, 
Phila., Pa. We'll do the rest! 

PIGS! PIGS! PIGS! PIGS! We've 
got 'em all at Pig City! All 
kinds! All sizes, All shapes! 
All ugly! All willing! You name 
it, they'll do it! Kissing & 
Feeling, Petting & Necking, 
Grabbing & Rubbing, Kissing 
(French-style), Second Base, 
Third Base, Fingering (dry), 
Humping (dry), Squeezing & 
Nuzzling.Groping, many more. 
Great for parking, parties, or 
just messing around. $1 per 
pig. Write Pig City, Box 208, 
Stuyvesant Station, Phila., 
Pa. We'll do the rest! 

BUNCH OF REAL CUT-UPS 
want to meet chicks who like 
hanging around, making the 
scene, and doing stuff. Some 
S & N. No pigs. Box 30. 

C. G. is a C. T. and I have the 
B. B. to prove it. H. V. 

CHARLEEN: Why did you drop 
out of school on Wednesday? 
Sue said you had asthma and 
Roger says you told him your 
aunt in Arizona died. I know 
you've been seeing other 
guys, but you're still the one 
and only for me. What gives? 
Love, Don. 

It's in the chipped beef. 

LEFT REAR SEAT open in my 
'53 Merc for next three Sats. 
Mooning and sn icker ing, 
some downshifting. Dennis, 
Box 38. 

GIRL, 16, looking for other 
girls to stand around with out
side drugstores and walk up 
and down street from seven 
to ten on Saturday nights. 
Must know latest slashes. 
Waving and smoking O.K. 
Betty, Box 14. 

I'm sitting in math class and 
my creepy boyfriend thinks 
I'm writing him a love letter, 
but I'm really writing this ad. 
I'll do anything you can do 
with four feet on the floor. 
Write Janet, Box 17. No 
fumps or funkydabs. 

DIRTY WORDS to all the top 
songs: "Lipstick on My Col
lar," many more. Write Rob, 
Box 50. 

DATE-LINE continued 

hoping it would happen. Then, all of a sudden, Dreamboat's 
hot, frantic lips were pushing against mine, and before I 
knew it, it happened. One guy after the other. I was being 
gang-kissed. Wildsville. I was dizzy with excitement, and I 
could hear voices in the background saying, "Me next," "Me 
next." I knew it wouldn't be right to let one have it and not 
the others. They kept kissing me, and every so often some
body's tongue would squeeze through my lips and push up 
against my teeth. There's always some nerd has to spoil 
things, but I kept my teeth together. As far as my own mouth 
and tongue goes, I'm saving it for Mr. Right. 

After it was all over, they all said I was a good sport about 
it and that they still respected me. Dreamboat, specially. He 
said I was the kind of girl he wanted to see more of. The rest 
of the team said the same thing while they started driving 
back. I knew they meant it because they even didn't want it 
to look bad for me to come home with a whole bunch of guys 
like that, so they dropped me off about three miles from my 
house. I got home all dreamy-eyed and thinking that now that 
I was gang-kissed, ordinary petting would be dragsville. I 
started wondering about what new things to do. Well, what
ever they are, I know they'll come to me sooner or later . . . 
alligator. • 

8 Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



I KWWfc/vibtK I 
THE MAlHB { 
SLAP TH£ 

S0WX.SOH...G0OP 
TANKING BUT 60 T(Jf?A/ 

IN YOUR. POWP^R MP 8AUSJ 
/\NP 6 0 START 
A / W W A ^ 

Dou$ Kenrt̂  MS spoiled rrthn in Ohio kefae being reject fa Milibay service 

became If W * ^ / W k # W » / S » ^ ^ VQhirins 
dim. fiei*$.Mibrvlh.<ir*«>rtkar+te ****& fot&ifif 

ft 

<$p$& cab and 
4 whites. 

Then whtf don'-f 
^ou start a 

magazine? 

Henry beard, Scion of a -MiouMdoa+k$, MS ortynol/y a wtoh hrnfer. 

Vcrfite +k*t,he educatedhiin$elf it/fo h&mn0 She t>esl Self-

Ha<jhi writer in his cub/c/e.... -forks hti$h£ 

NATIONAL LAMPOON 37 Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



I KMoW 

mmmi wg ofour kicker im^ih-HmS. 

"T̂ »-Vkis 4ay.M0<Me will \)e{\eve 

W$ W*$ Stolen ftm h«5 •f̂ wiH teiliyd t^S d u M fwve Me. 

We'll $W6ou a violin r 5ee fl 
* 2-5* ,'f tfa*7/ mKe m$a*\ne 
believe Xoure Irish startM'-
& tp ami', v 

•Ji^e dve&wrt of MM iw*f>̂ «bk w*f cLvgflw decided JoteM 4iei'r 

1 Know/ 

38 NATIONAL LAMPOON 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



k\ •ftvfrh+We loublit WAS indff£ir*M+. 

And -hken, a ymiJerftl HU'MJ kdf>/>emJ-

You <juw 
Oh.redlly.ldds.. really do 
how could s+inK! 

you? 

X never 
saw 

filth., 

NATIONAL LAMPOON 39 
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Md $0, -\h/ou.$k WAV, tye&ce, JeJptlWon, preferity <W 4U demise of+Ue fay k><tn<k, 
•Hie LfiMprt* M brought frvttv, beaubj AMCI A {** 5kAAe of ft/f/i J„H> ike lives 
of wwuM hMllim. 'TUtf widened OifyriaA vetefM* kmdmc a//*f-H*i 

40 NATIONAL LAMPOON 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



What's My Party Line? 
ANNOUNCER: And now it's time to 
play "What's My Party Line?" And 
here to introduce our "What's My 
Party Line?" panel is that Commie-
hating Capitol Hill cutup, Mr. Mal-
medy himself, Wisconsin's Fightin' 
Marine, Senator Joseph McCarthy. 
MCCARTHY: Hello there. Sitting on 
my left, but not too far left, ha ha, is 
one of our country's most outstanding 
young legal eagles, a great American, 
a credit to his race, and just a sweet 
guy, Roy Cohn. 
COHN: Thank you, Senator. And now 
it's my distinct pleasure to introduce 
our guest panelist for this evening, a 
dedicated fighter against treason at 
home and subversion abroad, an old 
hand at calling the bluff of those who 
would stack the deck on the Soviet 
side, Vice-President Richard Nixon. 
NIXON: I want to say how much I 
appreciate those kind words, Mr. 
Cohn, and what a great honor it is for 
me to be sitting on the panel tonight. 
Pat and I always watch your fine 
show, as I think do all of the millions 
of loyal Americans who are concerned 
about the traitors who are conscious
ly aiding and abetting the enemy 
from positions in the high councils 
of our government. On my left is an
other distinguished warrior in the 
battle against international Commu
nism with its headquarters in Mos
cow, Russia, G. David Schine. 
SCHINE: Thank you, Mr. Vice-Pres
ident. And now, it's a point of per
sonal privilege for me to introduce 
that portly patriot, South Dakota's 
favorite son and the host of "What's 
My Party Line?", Senator Karl 
Mundt. 
MUNDT: Thanks, David, and wel
come, panelists. And now, if you all 

by Terry Catchpole 
have your thinking caps on, let's play 
"What's My Party Line?" But first 
let's familiarize our first-time viewers 
with the rules of our game. Panelists 
moving from right to left are allowed 
to ask questions requiring yes or no 
answers only, until they get an eva
sive answer. For every evasive an
swer, I'll turn over a card and our 
guest will get ten dollars. If after five 
evasive answers the panel still hasn't 
guessed our contestant's party line, 
the game is over. 

And now, if our panel is ready? 
ALL: Ready, Karl. 
MUNDT: Will the first contestant 
enter and sign in please. Mr. I-sai-ah 
Lip-schitz. Mr. Lipschitz, welcome to 
"What's My Party Line?" Panel, I'm. 
afraid we can't say where Mr. Lip
schitz is from, since that would give 
a helpful clue, but I can tell you that 
he is a subversive and does disservices 
to his country. Before we begin, let's 
tell our studio audience and viewers 
at home Mr. Lipschitz's party line. 
ANNOUNCER: Mr. Lipschitz is an 
innocent dupe now serving the cause 
of world Communism as a professor at 
Harvard University. 
MUNDT: All right, we'll start this 
evening's interrogation with our guest 
panelist, Vice-President Richard Nix
on. 

NIXON: Thank you, Karl. Mr. Lip
schitz, do the words Joseph Stalin 
mean anything to you? 
LIPSCHITZ: No. 
NIXON: Do the words Josef Lenin 
mean anything to you? 
LIPSCHITZ: What? 
MUNDT: That's one down, and four 
to go. 
SCHINE: Mr. Lipschitz, are you 
now, or have you ever been, a member 

in good standing of the Communist 
Party, USA? 
LIPSCHITZ: No. 
SCHINE: Have you ever attended 
a meeting, convention, conference, 
rally, assembly, outing, cotillion, 
prom, package tour, or similar func
tion conducted under the auspices of, 
or in company with, known Com
munists , sympathizers , or fellow 
travelers? 
LIPSCHITZ: No. 
SCHINE: Have you ever been in the 
same district, county, parish, town
ship, watershed, 10,000-meter grid 
square, or other division political or 
geographical, including but not lim
ited to continents, subcontinents, and 
other land masses, with any individ
ual who is a dues-paying member of 
the Communist Party, USA? 
LIPSCHITZ: Well, I guess if you 
look at it that way, what I mean 

MUNDT: That's two down, and 
three to go. Senator McCarthy? 
MCCARTHY: Did you promote Pe-
ress? 
LIPSCHITZ: Who? 
MUNDT: Three down, and two to go. 
COHN: Do you support the constitu
tion of the United States? 
LIPSCHITZ: Yes, of course. 
COHN: The Declaration of Inde
pendence, the Articles of Confedera
tion, the Monroe Doctrine, the Mis
souri Compromise, the Gadsden Pur
chase, the Hawley-Smoot Act? 
LIPSCHITZ: What has that got 
MUNDT: That's four down, and one 
to go. 
MCCARTHY: I think we can tell all 
we need to know about Mr. Lipschitz's 
attitude toward these United States 
that have nurtured him and vipers 

continued 
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continued 
like him in her bosom. 
MUNDT: Right you are, Joe. Mr. 
Vice-President? 
NIXON: Do the words Richard Nix
on mean anything to you? 
LIPSCHITZ: No. 
NIXON: Well, I wouldn't expect any 
egg-headed Pied Piper of the polit-
buro who spends all his time dancing 
the Russian jig to show any knowl
edge of those elected officials entrust
ed with the 
MUNDT: That's close enough for me, 
panel. Mr. Lipschitz is an ultraliberal 
Harvard professor who parrots the 
party line of the Kremlin slave-

NIXON: Well, I must say I think it's 
been apparent from the start to any 
thoughtful person. 
MUNDT: Well, Mr. Lipschitz, it 
looks like you didn't stump our panel 
for long. I'd say they've got you dead 
to rights. Still, you did come up with 
four weasingly evasive answers, and 
that means you leave tonight with 
forty dollars to start you off in your 
new career, if any. 
LIPSCHITZ: Well, thank you Sena
tor Mundt, but I'm not sure I 
MUNDT: And thank you for play
ing "What's My Party Line?" I might 
add that, like all our guests, you will 
also receive a copy of Mr. John Edgar 
Hoover's Masters of Deceit, with the 
compliments of the producers of 
"What's My Party Line?" 
LIPSCHITZ: I don't see 
MUNDT: And now, panel, it's time 
to get out the blindfolds and the gag 
and match wits with our mystery 
challenger for this evening, a well-
known security risk who I'm sure is 
familiar to all of you. Are all the 
blindfolds in place? 
PANEL: Yes. 
MUNDT: Very well, will our mys
tery guest enter and sign in please. 
(HARRY DEXTER WHITE.) And 
now, mystery guest, if you'll just sit 
down here and slip on this gag. All 
right now, panel, you know the meth
od of interrogation. Leading questions 
only, and only two questions apiece. 
If, after eight questions, you still 
haven't guessed the identity of our 
celebrity subversive, we'll take off the 
blindfolds and the gag and he'll win 
fifty dollars. All set? Let's begin this 
round of questioning with Senator 
McCarthy. 
MCCARTHY: Sir or Madam, are you 
not in fact an instrument of world
wide Soviet conspiracy? 
WHITE: Mmmmmpf. 
MCCARTHY: And isn't it a fact that 
your name is on the list of fifty-seven 
card-carrying Communists in my pos
session? 
WHITE: Nnnmmpfnmmf. 
COHN: It is true, is it not, that you. 
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like other masters of the sellout and 
the cover-up, have consistently sought 
refuge in the Fifth Amendment of the 
Constitution, which you openly seek 
to subvert, to mask longtime associa
tions with persons known to be part 
and party to the global Bolshevik 
blueprint for world domination that 
calls for, as its first act of betrayal, 
the demoralization and disruption of 
the anti-Communist camp, and has 
as its announced goal the enslave
ment of all mankind? 
WHITE: Mmmmmpfnnmmmpfmm-
pfbmnnnpfglmmnnpppfmnnnpf. 
COHN: I see. And I'm sure that you 
will also not deny your key role in the 
infiltration, subversion, and penetra
tion of hundreds of front groups 
whose innocent members you cyni
cally enlisted in your nefarious 
schemes, cynically twisting them into 
willing tools of totalitarianism? 
WHITE: Fmmmmpf. 
NIXON: You lost China, didn't you? 
WHITE: Mmmnpfmnf. 
NIXON: And what's more, you are 
withholding, are you not, from those 
entrusted with our national security, 
vital information having to do with 
its current location? 
MCCARTHY: Goddamn it, it's that 
[deleted] Annie Lee Moss! Isn't it, 
Karl? 
MUNDT: No, Joe, but you're warm. 
MCCARTHY: Radulovich. It 's that 
polack Radulovich! 
MUNDT: Wrong again, Joe. Mr. 
Schine? 
MCCARTHY: I know that mealy-
mouthed mumble. 
SCHINE: Were you not present, on 
the evening of March 12, 1947, at a 
Communist cell meeting at the New 
York City home of Julius and Ethel 
Rosenberg, and were not Klaus Fuchs 
and Ross Luxembourg also present, 
and did you not discuss plans to melt 
down the Liberty Bell into samovars 
and mine the Intracoastal Waterway? 
WHITE: Glmmpf. 
SCHINE: And did you not at that 
time also conspire with other persons, 
among them admitted traitors and 
some of the top agents of Russia's 
notorious FBG, to turn over to Mos
cow detailed information on the Pine 
Tree Line, the East Coast tuna catch, 
and the automatic shift? 
WHITE: Llmmpkkf. 
MCCARTHY: Do you wait for the 
green when crossing streets, or are 
you not in fact a "red" crosser? 
MUNDT: That's the end of the ques
tioning, panel, and now 
McCARTHY: DO you remain seated 
until the plane has reached the termi
nal building? Do you know the seven 
danger signs of polio? Do you know 
what to do in the event of atomic 
attack? Do you know how many times 

around the world the cables of the 
George Washington Bridge would 
stretch if laid end to end? Do you 
know the difference between a nun 
and a girl in a bathtub? 
MUNDT: I'm sorry, Joe, but it's time 
to take off the blindfolds. 
McCARTHY: It's Harry Dexter 
White! Why, you subversive old 
S.O.B. 
MUNDT: Well, Mr. White, you 
fooled Morgenthau, you fooled Roose
velt, you fooled Truman, and now 
it looks like you've fooled our panel, 
too. Tell me, Harry, what have you 
been doing with yourself lately? 
WHITE: Well, Karl, as you know, 
I'll be appearing at a grand-jury hear
ing into my alleged former activities 
down in federal court later this 
month. 
MUNDT: I hope I'll get a chance to 
come down and take in the show. 
How's the wife? 
NIXON: I can't get mv mask off. 
WHITE: You know, Karl, living in 
disgrace twenty-four hours a day is a 
little rugged on her. She's really not 
used to being in the glare of the lamp, 
so to speak, but she's been swell. 
MUNDT: Glad to hear it. Harry, our 
congratulations for fooling the panel 
and our best wishes to you and Mrs. 
White as you pursue the remainder 
of your shattered lives in bitterness 
and regret, hounded by overzealous 
police and an outraged citizenry 
whose contempt you have so richly 
earned. 
WHITE: Thank you, Karl. 
MUNDT: And thank you for play
ing "What's My Party Line?" 
NIXON: Could someone please 
MUNDT: That's all for tonight. Be 
sure to join me and our "What's My 
Party Line?" panelists next week as 
we take on another security risk 
and another mystery subversive. 
Until then, good night and God bless! 
ANNOUNCER: If any of you view
ers at home know someone with a 
suspicious or unusual background, a 
foreign-sounding name, thick glasses, 
or other signs of subversive behavior, 
send his or her name on a postcard to 
"What's My Party Line?" Box 57, 
Box 81, or Box 205, Radio City Sta
tion, New York, New York. Please be 
sure to include specific allegations, 
with names, dates, and places if pos
sible. Persons selected to appear on 
"What's My Party Line?" will be 
flown to New York for an all-ex
penses-paid weekend and will stay 
at the fabulous Merchant's Club as 
the personal guests of Army Secretary 
Robert Stevens. Travel arrangements 
courtesy of the FBI. Senator Mc
Carthy's wardrobe furnished by the 
Ace Curtain Co. Mr. Cohn's nose-job 
by Colston Clinic. • 
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THI6 16 THE STORY Of THESE 
MEN, A STORY THAT BEGINS 
HALFWAY AROUNP THE G-LOEE 
IN P O Y L E S T O W N , PENNSYLVANIA, 
AT THE CHAKLES MLLSON REALE 

PENTAL ACAPEMV^. 
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THE OTHER SERVICE'S SOON J-EARN NOT TO TANGLE WITH THE 
TWlN-FISTEP PENTAL CORPS., . , j r -^g 

' HEL-UO/PKEANABOAT.' HOWZABOUT 
YOU AN' YER SALFRIENC PITCHIN' THESE 
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F O R OTHERS/ THERE IS THE UNENP/NG I3URPEN OF 
ANGUISH ANP HEARTBREAK... >i 

/ HOW'S MY TWIN BROTHER/ 
P O C ? YA KNOW, WHEN THIS 
THING'S OVER, WESORTA 
PLANNEP TA SET UP A LITTLE 
BUSINESS POSIN' FOp. 

I TOOTHPASTE APS / 

7"HE WAR AGAINST TOOTH PECAY IS WAGEP ON EVERY 
FRONT., „ 

CERTAINLY NOT/ YOUNG LAPY/ 
SWEETS ARE THE NUMBER-ONE 
CAUSE OF C A V I T I E S / 

O N JUNE IH-,, I94-4-, PRESIPENT ROOSEVELT AUTHORIZED A NEW MEPAL/ THE P I S T I N © 1 4 I S H E P P E N T A L S E R V I C E 
C R O S S / TO HONOR THESE COURAGEOUS MEN WHOSE FORTITUDE ANP PARING HAVE MAPE THE" TEETH OF THE 
AMERICAN FIGHTING MAN THE FINEST IN THE WORLP.. .N 
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Great 
Disappointments 

Hardtop convertibles 
Liquid lead pencils 
William Scranton 
N.S. Savannah 
Flat television sets you can hang on 

the wall 
Corfam 
Tippi Hedren 
The Flying Wing 
Killer Joe Piro 
Monorails 
Hydrofoils 
The Hovercraft 
Moving sidewalks 
Gablinger's beer 
Chlorophyll 
Desalinization 
Destalinization 
The tangelo 
Lava lamps 
Dashboard clocks 
Gardner McKay 
Striped toothpaste 
MacBird 

Speculative fiction 
Lanolin 
Michael Brody 
Model cities 
Solar power 
Flower power 
Satellite weather forecasts 
The Toronto Peace Festival 
Dolphins 
The moon 
The St. Lawrence Seaway 
Total electric living 
Scanlan's 
The nuclear airplane 
Operation Plowshare 
Operation Intercept 
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Operation Bootstrap 
The Spirit of Glassboro 
Black culture 
Jean Lecaunet, "the Kennedy of 

France" 
Isometrics 
Dianetics 
Mark Hatfield 
South Korea 
West Coast Jazz 
The San Francisco Sound 
The Channel tunnel 
Space program spinoffs 
Ted Sorensen 
Backpack rockets 
Harper Lee 
Ecolo-G 
Mud Slide Slim 
Bob Dylan's Tarantula 
The uncut version of The Waste Land 
Quilted aluminum foil 
The new Boston 
Lai Bahadur Shastri 
Robots 
Metrication 
Metrecal 
Skybolt 

The Multilateral Force 
Antarctica 
Situation ethics 
Les Crane 
The Alliance for Progress 
Major league soccer 
Hydroponics 
Black humor 
Euro-anything 
Battles for hearts and minds 
DMSO, "the miracle chemical" 
The bossa nova 
The Summer of Love 

16% rpm records 
The Times Square Two 
Robert Finch 
The nonfiction novel 
Atoms for Peace 
Freedomland 
Louis Abalofia 
Christian unity 
Freddie and the Dreamers 
Color Xerox machines 
Rudi Gernreich 
Tang 
General Nguyen Khanh 
VTOL aircraft 
Jean-Jacques Servan-Schreiber 
The Drinking Man's Diet 
Calories Don't Count 
Eat and Grow Thin 
The Gogomobile 
Push-button gearshifts 
Paper clothes 
Feeding the world from the sea 
The Superegg 
Ingemar Johanssen 
Assembly-line housing 
Man-Tan 
Carnaby St. 
Yasser Arafat 
Mr. Kenneth's breast makeup 
Smoking bananas 
Smellavision 
Mike Nichols 
Five-year lightbulbs 
Free schools 
The Weathermen 
Robert McNamara 
Kava, with "no coffee-acid kickback' 
3-D 
The Nehru jacket 
Gas turbine cars 

International Geophysical Year 
Automated highway driving 
Personal helicopters 
J. D. Salinger 
The Poor People's Crusade 
The orgone box 
Yevtushenko 
Blind Faith 
Mary Hopkin 
Ken Kesey 
Flexible response 
Massive retaliation 
Port Huron Declaration 
Living theater 
Vatican II 
David Hemmings 
UHF-TV 
High-impact plastic 
Picturephones 
Think tanks 
Cost-effectiveness 
Stokely Carmichael 
The Provos 
Colin Wilson 
The sea-level Panama Canal 
The Age of Aquarius 
Oceanography 
Elton John 
Folk rock 
Painless dentistry with "white 

sound" 
"Caine's 100" 
The Year of Decision with Israel 
Days of Rage 
Nino Benvenuti 
Angry young playwrights 
Synthetic food from soybeans 
Be-ins 
Intelligent life in the universe 
National Lampoon 
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-/LOOK, I REALLY 0O LOVE YOU. I JUST 
( GAVE YOU MY I.D., DIDN'T I ? WOULD I DO 
V ^ T H A T IF I PIDN'T LOVE YOU? 
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HERB m 
PHILBRICX'S/1 
WATCH H6R&PHII£WaC'*63NTlNL)IN6 STORY OF ONE MAN'S F16HTA6AINST INTERNATIONAL COMMUNISM ON " I LEPTHKEE 
UVe$." 6HE6K YOUR LOCAL NEWSPAPER FOR. TIME ANP STATION,,, 

THE A5TOU 0 » / of &PCCMMUN&T5, 
h actually maae of 6R0UHVW'LATVIANS, ES
TONIANS, and HUNGARIAN Freedom FigHters! 

AKE THREE HUNPKBP dOMMl6S-
AR£ WHOSE ONLYPUTY i&roffiEUP 
UfflSopflE3iaMBit)K6H0T 
WHENTM6 £OMMUNIST517\KECMSR! 
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"IT CAN'T HAPPEN HERE... IT CANT HAPPEN //£&£'!« 
THAT'S WHAT BILL JONES KEPT TELLING HIMSELF/ 
UNTIL ONE DAY HE AWOKE TO A. . . S f i W l l ! 

I SUPPOSE MV HOMETOWN IS PRETTY ORDINARY AS PLACES 

•MAINST.l 

...BUT IT'S A FRIENDLY TOWN, 
AND FOLKS AROUND HERE 

LIKE IT FINE... 

MORNIN',BILL/ 
YOUR BROTHER 
FOUND WORK 

YET? 

HAVING FRED STAY WITH US WAS 
SOMETIMES DIFFICULT, BUT HE NEEDS? 
HELP, AND HE WAS MY BROTHER. 

'HOSPITALI" HA / WHY DON'T YOU 
SAY NUT HOUSe LIKE EVERYBODY 
ELSE IN THIS CRUMMY BURG.' JUST 
BECAUSE I DON'T HAVE A BIG-PEAL 
WAR RECORD LIKE B/LL, I CAN'T 
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I GUESS FRED THOUGHT PLEASANTVILLE OWED HIM 
A LIVING, AND UNDERSTANDABLY, HE DIDN'T HAVE 
MUCH LUCK.... 

I 'D LIKE TO HELP 
VOUi FRED, BUT WHEN 
I TOOK YOU ON AS A 
PAPERBOY YEARS AGO 
AND THE PETTY-CASH 
BOX DISAPPEARED... 

THANKS A LOT, PLEA5ANT-
VILLE/ THANKS A LOT, 
AMeWCA/ THANKS FOR 

I DON'T BLAME YOU 
FOR GETTING STEAMED 
UP, PAL .'THIS COUNTRY 
\S HANDING YOU A 
AAWDBAL! 

JUST SOMEBODY WHO DOESN'T LIKE 
TO SEE THE'LlTTLE GUY" GET PUSHGO 
AROMOJ YOU KNOW I HAPPEN TO 
HAVE SOME FRIENDS WITH BEEFS 
JUST LIKE YOt/BS.' WOULD YOU 
LIKE TO ^ABET THEM ? 

"COMRADES*? WRTY 
CELL"? HEY, WHAT 
GIVES ?>OU AND YOUR 
FRIENDS ARE NOTHING 

BUTA.. . ^ 
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BUT TOO LATE, MY BROTHER. 
HAD LEARNED HIS FIRST 
LESSON IN COMMUNISM.... 

AS YOU SEE, COMRADE JONES, 
IT IS SIMPLE TO JOIN THE 

COMMUNIST PARTY, BUT IT IS 
HOT so EASY Gsrr/A/a 

our.' 

"UOPPBO UP" ON TRUTH SERUM AND SUBJECTED TO RELENTLESS INDOCTRI
NATION, FRED SOON SWALLOWED THEIR Bl<5 RED LIE—HOOK, LINE AND 
SINKER.... 

UYSMARX 
DENGELS 

ARE REAUY 

oNiweseAtA! 

BUT MY OWN BROTHER VVA5 MOW JUST 
ANOTHER MINDLESS COS IN THEIR MACHINE.' 

'-NfcOftNII 

USIMG THE OLD COMMUNIST PLOY Of "CORRUPT AND CONQUER;' THEY 
CLEVERLY INFILTRATED THE LOCAL CAMPUS- ^ % 

C'MON, GANG/ PORGET THAT AMERICAN N ^ N 6 A T ' 
HISTORY TEST TOMORROW/ FIRST TKY 
SOME OF THESE "REEFeRS? THEN LET'S 
GO TO THE 3AD PART OF TOWN AND 
JITTERBUG TO DeG6N£R&re BB-BOP 

MUSIC UNTIL ALL //OURS/ 
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..STIRRED UP PI5C0NTENT IN THE LABOR FORCE.1 

DARM! I'M S/CKAHO T/ffEO OF 
BUSTIN' MY HUMP FOR THIS PUNK 
PAIR WAGE/ IF SOME "FRIENDS" OF 
MINE RAW THINGS AROUND HERE, YOU'D 
ALL BE CUTTING TEN-HOUR WEEKS, 
S/X'MOW/ VACATIONS/ISMOtiS/tfES 
TO WORK,AND SfLveR'PiArso 

£</#&/ SOCKETS/ 
DUHi 

• EVEN THE LITTLE OMES WERE NOT FORGOTTEN. 

&JT.HA&SJ) TODAY YOU'RE ALL 
EXCUSED FROM 
YOUR PRAYERS AND 
THE PLEDGE OF 
ALLEGIANCE, CLASS. 
WOW, IF YOU EACH 
SPtrONTHS 

MAG, I'LL SHOW 
you SOME suoes 
1 TOOK ON MY 

SPRING VACATION... 
>H LENINGRAD! 

WOW, YOU ARE 
PROBABLY 

ASKING yOUR-
SELVES, DID 
WE ALLOW THIS 

TO GO ON 
RIGHT UNDER 

OUR VERY 
WOS£S?WELL, 

PLEASANTVILLE'S 
ENEMIES HAD 
THE "HELP" 
FROM TWO 

OTHER POWER
FUL "FRIENDS"/ ...SO, UPON THE ADVICE OF 

MY TRUSTED ASSISTANT, I A M 
GOING TO GIVE IMPORTANT 

APPOINTMENTS TO A LOT 
OF DUPES, FELLOW TRAVELERS, 
ANDSECURtTY RtSKS! 
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IT WAS TRUE/ PLEASANTVlLLE HAD FALLEN TO THE COMMUNIST MENACE 
IN A SINGLE NI6HT...AND NOT A SHOT HAD BEEN FIRED/ 
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WELL, I 'D HEARD THAT WORD "FRIEND" BEFORE, AND, IN THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED, OUR "FRIENDS" BEGAN 
PUTTING THEIR SO-CALLED "PEOPLE'S PARADISE" INTO ACTION... 
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OF COURSE, IN ANY TOTALITARIAN 
STATE, FREEDOM OF EXPRESSION 
IS WOT A RIGHT... 

COMRADE 
5MITH! YOU HAVE FAILED TO 
PRINT YOUR QUOTA OF LIES 
AND PROPA6AAIPA / 

S-BUT COMMISSAR]I'VE 
ALWAYS FOLLOWEO THE 

"Five ws" of-rtot/esr 
JOURNALISM- WHO, WHAT, 
WHEN, WHERE,AND WHY? 

... pecetr, P£C£PT/ON. 
PERIS ION, OBSTRUC
TION, ANP PON'TEVER 
TELL THE TRUTH! -

r. A COMMl////Sr 
PAPER ALWAYS 
FOLLOWS THE 
"FIVE P'S?.. 

TOM SMITH, EDITOR C ^ J ..vBUTACRIME/ 

OUR PRECI0U5 AMERICAN HERITAGE WAS 
PUT TO THE TORCH.... 

PAfPAf NOW THROW IN ALL 
THE VOTING BOOTHS AND THE 

WRIT 0FHA8EUS CORPUS,1001 
ALSO, MAKE A NOTE TO CANCEL 

CHR/SrMASJ ^ - ^ r 

THEN, LET'S ^ " 
KNOCK OFF AMD 

CITlZBhi5 WERE FORCED TO CONFESS TO 
TRUMPED-UP "WAR CRi^BSl. 

...AMD THOSE WHO REFUSED WERE 5UBJECTED TO THE MOST 
INHUMAN FORMS OF "BRAINWASHING/" 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Where Were\fou 
When Ezio Pi nza Died? 
Mr. and Mrs. Andy Kemperly: 
"Well the missus was in the playroom 
ironing, and I was back here in the 
yard planting bulbs, pretending they 
were little Jap soldiers . . . and how! 
when Flo came running out with the 
horrible news. We just stood there 
and stared at each other in disbelief. 
All he had given us, and now this had 
to happen. It wasn't fair. And there 
was nothing that we could do. I t was 
a Saturday. We got in the car and 
drove to the Corbets', where our chil
dren, Sandy and Craig, were playing. 
No one spoke. We drove home in si
lence and spent the entire weekend 
by the radio. Sandy, our youngest, 
didn't understand, but he behaved 
like a proper gentleman. That's about 
what happened with us. Maybe if he 
didn't have to sing 'Some Enchanted 
Evening' so often, he'd still be with 
us. And if it wasn't for those Japs, he 
wouldn't have had to sing it at all. I t 
just gets me boiled when I think about 
it." 

Father Zaviskowski: 
"I was hearing confessions, and I was 
in a really good mood. Unlike today, 
where I might get three or four ninety-
year-olds, the place was packed. I had 
this funny routine where I'd hear a 
couple of sins, then scream out, 'NO 
ONE'S EVER DONE THAT BE
FORE,' or 'ARE YOU KIDDING?' 
or 'WHAT ARE YOU POSSESSED 
OR SOMETHING?' and then give 
them a ridiculous penance to perform, 
like taking a bunch of pillows and 
stuffing them inside formal attire and 
bringing it as a date to a Knights of 
Columbus dance or making them wear 
their underwear backwards for a 
month. Well, as I said, I was having 
a good day when this kid comes run
ning in and tells me that Ezio Pinza's 
dead. I wasn't sure of Pinza's religion, 
probably a wop, but those show-biz 

by Brian McConnachie 
types change their names so often you 
can't be sure. So I held back my reac
tion. First off, I thought the kid had 
killed him, and I decided to have a 
little fun. You know, ask him if he did 
anything dirty with the dead body. 
Let me tell you something: you think 
I hear it all in the confessional, I 
don't hear shit. 'I forgot my morning 
prayers.' 'I pooted in the sacristy.' 
Real dynamite stuff. Well anyway, 
this kid gets all nervous and starts to 
cry and would probably tell his moth
er, so I quiet him down and come out 
of the confessional, and in my best re
demptive tone address the waiting 
people. 'Because of Ezio Pinza's 
death, I'm giving you all general ab
solution. Go forth and sin no more.' 
Let me ask you something off the 
record: do you think, in light of all 
the naked waitresses and such, that 
it's okay for a priest to go bumpity-
bump with a fourteen-year-old choir 
girl by the name of Mary Elizabeth?" 

Cathy Ziegler: 
"You know, I still get choked up 
whenever I see those pictures of him 
running along the beach with his dog. 
Or whenever I hear the song 'Galway 
Bay.' Do you remember how he'd 
sing it, replacing all of the I's with r's, 
just like a Chinaman? '. . . across the 
sea to I rerand. . . at the crossing of the 
day . . . the sun go down on Garway 
Bay.' You must excuse me. I'm not 
usually this emotional . . . ah, I'm 
better now. They never did catch that 
bastard who poisoned him, did they? 
Totally off the record—now don't 
print this—I think it was an outside 
job." 

Roy Bagnell: 
"I remember it like it was yesterday. 
I was riding in my car and I heard 
it over the radio. I pulled into the first 
bar I saw. The place was filled, but 
no one spoke. It was the drunkest I've 

ever gotten. I think what killed him 
was the fact that Rodgers and Ham-
merstein didn't want him to sing 
'Some Enchanted Evening' in the 
movie of South Pacific. It broke the 
old guy's heart. Doctors will even tell 
you that. Crush a man's spirit, break 
his heart, and he'll drop dead on you. 
Even Paul Dudley White will tell you 
that, if you ever find him in! Hey, he 
died of a broken heart just like that 
clown in the end of that fancy Euro
pean opera. He would've liked that." 

Alice Wheeler: 
"I remember saying, 'I can't believe 
it, I can't believe it.' He was so young 
and he had so much to give us. Why? 
Why? Why? The question went over 
and over in my head. I secretly be
lieved the radio announcer would 
come on and say it's all a mistake. I t 
had to be. Why would someone want 
to shoot Ezio Pinza? Maybe they 
meant to get Enzo Stuarti or Walter 
Slezak. He looked a lot like Walter 
Slezak. I have nothing against Enzo 
or Walter, but if I could trade one of 
them to get Ezio back, you wouldn't 
have to ask me twice. But you want to 
know what I was doing. I think I was 
doing number two hahahahahahaha-
haha . . . oh dear. . . ." 

Frederick Corbey: 
"What was I doing? I was probably 
playing the piano with my feet. Or 
more accurately, trying to play the 
piano with my feet. Did you ever 
think what you'd do if you were blind? 
Play the piano, natch. Well, I have 
this thing about losing both of my 
arms, too. So I practice with my feet, 
and when the time comes, bingo! I'm 
back in business. It's either this or a 
job with the Flying Wallendas, and 
I don't speak Italian. I've even 
checked night spots that go for this 
sort of act. I got one offer from a club 
in Newport, and I'm waiting to hear 

continued 
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continued 

from the Playboy clubs. They could 
do a spread on me, you know, sur
rounded by a lot of naked girls, 
though a lot of good it would do me. 
But they say your other senses im
prove, so maybe I could smell their 
tits and the new pubic hair they just 
gave them. Do you want to hear me 
play 'Night and Day'?" 

Jane Braismeyer: 
"I was baby-sitting for a bratty ten-
year-old kid when my boyfriend came 
over and told me the news. He kept 
pacing around and acting really up
set. He said that Ezio would've been 
a cinch to win the Indy 500 that year. 
I didn't want to let on because Ken 
was so sensitive about my knowing 
more than he did, so I pretended I 
had to change diapers on that bratty 
kid. He gave me a funny look, then 
started looking through the drawers 
for dirty pictures. I'm married now 
with three children of my own, and 
I try not to think about the past too 
much. There's so little we can do 
about it. I found that the best thing to 
do when something upsets you is ig
nore i t . . . pretend it never happened. 
I try and do this all of the time. Even 
when my smallest will come in with 
some bad news, I'll say to him, 'Who 
are you, little person? You are not my 
child. You are some gypsy beggar who 
brings with him the news of doom and 
unwanted sorrows. Go from me. And 
if you see my happy child, send him 
to me for cookies and treats.' After a 
couple of times, they're usually cured. 
My two oldest haven't bothered me 
with any bad news since they were 
four." 

Antonio Bruno: 
"I was doing nothing but crying. That 
man, that saint, that god among per
formers, that man . . . ah . . . he could 
take a cocktail glass and scream at it 
with such a fury that it would shatter 
in a million pieces all over the ground. 
He had the chest of an enormous per
son on him, and a real ruddy outdoor 
look. A man's man. I know what 
you're thinking: if he was such a regu
lar guy, why did he all of the time go 
around singing? This would bother 
me, too. Then it came to me. He didn't 
sing like a bird or anything. He sang 
like he was a tree or a big rock. Heavy 
and strong, deep, full tones. Deep from 
the diaphragm. A man's man. That's 
the way I describe him. And you can 
bet he had all of his equipment down 
below. Not like some of those other 
opera singers: Roberta Peters, Anna 
Moffo, and Jim Nabors. I'll tell you 
something, I don't know why he hung 
around. He should've been touring the 
country with that glass-breaking act 
of his. And I bet if he wanted to, he 
could've been a great European ath
lete and score all of the points." 

Terry Krouse: 
"I just got off from work and a friend 
told me. I t was terrible. He was in his 
prime. Why does someone do some
thing like that? I mean right at a 
dinner party and all. He just went into 
the bedroom and blew his brains out. 
He had money, the public at his feet, 
and he blew his brains out. It was a 
personal loss to me. I really loved him 
as Clark Kent and Superman. He fit 
the role so well, though I'd have liked 
him to punch that Lois Lane. She was 
such a creep. I know it was only a TV 
show, but she really got on my nerves. 
Maybe backstage he could give her a 
shot. That's probably why he killed 
himself. She was such a creep, and he 
never got to punch her on camera. 
You know, I really believe that if he 
got to punch her out on screen, he 
wouldn't have killed himself and there 
wouldn't be all this violence, dope, 
war, pointless music, general rude
ness, litter, and everyone out for them
selves. It seemed he held us together. 
God knows what's going to happen 
next. Probably the murdering of our 
domestic pets and the tossing of their 
lifeless carcasses onto the streets of 
our major cities and towns." 

Myra Danials: 
"Why do you ask? Cornelia asks ques
tions like that. Of course, it's just a 
simple question. Tell us what's on 
your mind, Myra. There's nothing to 
be afraid of, Myra. Speak up, Myra, 
everyone here is your friend. You 
think I'm afraid to tell you. Perhaps 
I'm hiding something. Perhaps I knew 
a little too much. They don't like it 
when you know a little too much. 
Just might get SOMEBODY in trou
ble. And that wouldn't do at all, at all. 
Oh, of course there was a proper order 
of things. Esmeralda knew that. And 
she knew just how far her little indis
cretions could go. No one ever saw her 
a hair out of line. She had them all 
fooled so perfectly. Every one of them. 
Everyone but me. She even fooled 
you, didn't she?" 

Tracy Kaufman: 
"All I remember is the big fight over 
the body. Parsons College claimed it 
had been willed to their biology de
partment. The family said no way. 
Then Yale's drama school said it be
longed to them; Georgetown's School 
of Foreign Service said it was theirs; 
the rugby coach at Northwestern said 
he wanted J t ; UCLA's School of the 
Occult demanded it; and spaghetti-
sauce companies started putting in 
their bids. The most tasteless request 
came from a glue factory in Mary
land. That's when it hit the fan and 
Truman got involved. Parsons was 
made to come forward and admit they 
had no claim to the body but wanted 
it to bring to Fort Lauderdale over 

the spring break. I t was just a joke, 
and they said they were sorry. They 
had no intentions of harming it in any 
way." 

Chester Carlson: 
"Because of the unusual circum
stances, I can remember it quite 
clearly. I had been hired to scare 
apartment tenants into breaking their 
leases. I would sneak into their apart
ments when they were out and throw 
all of their underwear out the window. 
All, that is, except for one pair which 
I would clutch in my teeth. When 
they came home, they got the shock 
of me glaring at them and growling 
like a very dangerous animal. Then 
I'd slowly walk out, never taking my 
eyes from them. The stunt usually 
worked. I had gotten home after a day 
of this and my wife told me the news. 
I felt so bewildered. I never knew 
much about Ezio Pinza, but I pictured 
his last moments alive. Then I saw 
myself with somebody's underpants 
in my mouth. What the hell am I 
doing with my life? I quit the job the 
next day and enrolled in law school. I 
practice now and specialize in title 
searches." 

Dave Berraby: 
"I was flying a recon/seek-and-de-
stroy mission over some unfriendly 
territory when it came over the head
phones. Ezio Pinza. So they got Ezio 
Pinza. I pulled back on the stick and 
screamed out, 'The Grim Reaper's a 
fag,' a very unlucky thing to say when 
you're flying a mission and in a plane 
made by Lockheed. But I didn't care. 
I took her up to twenty thousand and 
kept a holding pattern over the target 
area. I was joined by the rest of the 
squadron. First we formed a cross. 
Then we formed a half note. Then we 
did a really tough one—a quarter 
rest—but important if you're inter
ested in serious music as Pinza was. 
Then we tried an experiment. You 
know how they put different amounts 
of water in glasses, and they give off 
different notes when you hit them? 
Well, we decided to try that with our 
bombs: drop them from different alti
tudes and see if we could play 'Some 
Enchanted Evening.' It didn't come 
off so well. It sounded more like 
'Night and Day.' Back at Group, I 
told them what we'd done. They 
flipped over the idea. I was promoted 
and put in charge of Musical Bom
bardments. Since then, we've had a 
lot of practice under our belts, and 
we're not bad. Not .bad, hell—we're 
damn good. Christ, you should've 
heard the bombs we played when Jimi 
Hendrix died. And I have Ezio Pinza 
to thank. I salute you, sir, with my 
bombs and my guns. May you always 
have a 'Some Enchanted Evening' 
wherever you are." • 
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So All-Fired Hew They Make Tomorrow Seem Like Yesterday! 

S 
•o 

V*S-

TOO GREAT NOTTO BE CHANGED, 
TOO CHANGED NOTTO BE GREAT! 
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FIREBL 
Twice the car you'll evt 
for the new four-door FunTopI 

VWTLI 
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written and illustrated by Bruce McCall 

Fireblast for '581 Take exclusive new 
Darestreak styling! Add improved DynaJet Thunderamic 
6000 V-8 power! Include AutoFlite Touch-N-Go Shiftmatic, 
now 4 percent smoother with Triple-Turbine Surgemaster 
Drive! Toss in new Gyro-Cloud Full-Spring Suspension, 
now newly refined. Add new PowerDive Foot Command 
brakes! New Turbo-Glare Dual Headlights! Pan-O-Wrap 
Full-Vu Windshield design! Mister, you just found a whole 
new way of going—not to mention a whole new way of say
ing you've arrived! 

Fireblast is crafted in WondaWeev, new double-strength material-like 
substance available in 4,569 color combinations! 

Milady will adore Fireblast's new 
space-age-type Revolvomatic pas
senger chair! 

New way to go: AutoFliteTouch-N-
Go Shiftmatic! 

Models shown: New Fireblast Custom Fleetflair SporTop four-door Spe
cial Deluxe Coupe de Grace 4000 in Thuringian Indigo, Tijuana Gold, 
and Cloudmist White; background, new Firewood Deluxe Special five-
door Custom Flairfleet six-passenger Country Cousin Landscape Cruiser 
2000 in Abyssinian Mauve and Foamfroth White. 
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Flashbolt thrills with sumptuous details 
like a full-length glove compartment at 
no extra cost! 

Flashbolt chills—or warms—with Ultra-
KlimaTron Interior Weather Control Unit. 
You'll want to order two! 

Flashbolt wills its way around curves with 
new SofTouch Steering! 

Model shown: New Flashbolt Special Custom Flairwing SkyTop two-door Deluxe Supreme Sport Coupe 3000 in Bessarabian Plum, 
Omdurman Yellow, and Tundra Frost Silver. 

FLASHBOLT! 
The latest look in timeless elegance meets 
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Flashholt! From authentic-type front air-
scoop to dramatic Double-Delta Sweptail fins, this 
baby growls "Drive Me!" And who could refuse, with 
that special DynaJet Thunderamic 6000 Super-Fire
bomb V-8 up front and a heritage borrowed from the 
Grand Prix? Sport lovers, you got it all! AutoFlite 
Touch-N-Go Shiftmatic! Adjustable rear-view mirror! 
Up to 32 percent more trunk room! Built-in turn signals! 
If it isn't on new Flashbolt for '58, it hasn't been in
vented yet!! 

Flashbolt fills rear lounging area with richly simulated Wonda-
Weev fabric-like material, adds scrumptious extras like Full-Vu 
glass and new Ejecta-Matic ashtrays. 

wit inspired by the road tracks of Europe I i 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



FIREWOOD! 
For the man who has everything and jus 

Firewood! Versatile—that sums up Bulgemobile's new world of 
Landscape Cruisers for '58—as much at home in front of the country club 
as they are at the polo match or the fox hunt! What gives 'em their special 
sizzle 'n ' style? Here's a straight answer: magic! The magic of new Darestreak 
Styling, jetswept and sweptwinged and rarin' to go! The magic of Gyro-Cloud 
Full-Spring Suspension! The magic of Bulgemobile Quality-Crafted Value 
that gives you extras you don't want to pay for at prices of the future! Fire
wood! If you didn't know it was 1958, you'd think you just wandered into 1984! 

I Open wide and say "Aaah." 
I That's what you'll do when you lift up 

Firewood's tailgate and look at all 
' / / / l l l l l i m \ \ \ \ U \ \ \ that storage space!! 
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Model shown: New Firewood 
Deluxe Supreme Flairthrust five-door, 
six-passenger Special Custom 
Country-Cousin Landscape Cruiser Super 
5000 in Golden Buttermilk Sunset 
Sienna Ochre with Daredash side-
spear of Cameroon Teak Inlay in 
genuine Processite. 

Beds something to carry it in! i 

-

Somebody mention safety? 
How's about this? 

You're looking at the biggest safety breakthrough in all 
Buigemobile history—or should we say you're looking through it! 

It's new C-Thru Windshield Glass, now up to 63 percent more 
transparent! And it comes on every Buigemobile you can buy! 

Doesn't that say a lot about how much Buigemobile cares about 
you and your driving safety? You bet your life! 
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Amos V Andy 
Meet the Honey mooners 

by Marc Rubin and Chris Miller 
Beneath a canopy of bursting sky

rockets, the Blatz Beer logo rises ma
jestically over the skyline of Milwau
kee. 

Theme music. Roll credits: 

AMOS 'N' ANDY MEET THE 
HONEYMOONERS 

Starring 
Jackie Gleason as RALPH 

Tim Moore as KINGFISH 
with 

Spencer Williams as ANDY 
Art Carney as E D 

Ernestine Wade as SAPPHIRE 
Audrey Meadows as ALICE 

Johnny Lee as CALHOUN 
Alvin Childress as AMOS 
Nick O'Demus as LIGHTNIN' 

Amanda Randolph as MAMA 

Open on the Kramden apartment, 
ALICE pittering around the kitchen 
preparing dinner. Enter RALPH. Ap
plause. RALPH angrily throws his 
lunch box on the bureau. Startled, 
ALICE turns to look. RALPH sits 
heavily at table, throws hat on table-
top, then stands and begins to pace. 
He slams his hand against one wall, 
walks the length of the room, and 
slams his hand against that wall. 
ALICE: Is there anything wrong, 
Ralph? 

RALPH (turning with great melo
drama) '. Alice, in the fifteen years I've 
worked for the Gotham Bus Company, 
I've slaved and sweated and broke 
my back, without a promotion, with
out even a raise, and I never let it get 
to me. But after what Mr. Marshall 
said to me this morning, I find it im
possible to work for the Gotham Bus 
Company one more day. 
ALICE:'What did he say? 
RALPH: You're fired. 
ALICE: Oh, Ralph, no. What hap
pened? 
RALPH (sinking into a chair): Ahhh, 
something to do with the economy. 

They're laying off drivers until things 
get better. 
ALICE: But what are we going to do 
for money? 
RALPH: I'll just have to go out and 
get another job, that's all. 
ALICE: But you can't, Ralph.They'll 
know you'll quit as soon as the lay
off's over. 
RALPH (smiting his forehead): 
You're right! 
ALICE: But that doesn't mean I 
can't. 
RALPH: Oh, no! No wife of mine is 
going to work! If you get a job, who's 
gonna wash the dishes and make the 
beds and do the cooking and the 
cleaning and the mopping and the 
sewing and . . . ? 

ALICE looks him in the eye and 
smiles. 
RALPH: Ohhhhhhhh, no. No no no 
no no no no no no. What're you, one 
of them women's-lib gorillas? 
ALICE: Yeah. And I'm married to a 
male chauvinist hippopotamus! 

Applause. 
RALPH (shaking fist): Alice, one of 
these days, one of these days, POW! 
right in the kisser! 

Redoubled applause. 
NORTON (bursting through the 
door): Whaddayasay Ralphieboy!!!!! 

Trebled applause and whistles. 
ALICE: I'm going up to Trixie. (She 
stalks from the room, ignoring NOR
TON.) 
NORTON: Hey, what's eatin' Alice? 
RALPH: Norton, I'm in big trouble. 
NORTON (expansively): Ralph, 
don't worry about a thing. When the 
chips are down, you'll find Edward L. 
Norton standing right beside you. 
(Looks RALPH up and down.) Or as 
close as I can get to you, anyway. 
(Breaks into laughter at his own 
joke.) 
RALPH (giving NORTON a shot on 
the shoulder): Be serious, willy a? 
I'm in big trouble. I got laid off today. 
(Beseechingly.) Norton, what am I 

gonna do? 
NORTON (brightly): Why don't you 
have Alice get a job until you get 
yours back? 
RALPH: Who asked you! 
NORTON (touchingRALPH'S arm): 
Listen, Ralph, calm down. You've 
been through a bad experience and 
you're all upset. You're not thinking 
clearly. Come down with me . . . we'll 
shoot a nice game of pool, have a 
few beers at O'Flaherty's, and get him 
to make us one of them Irish pizza 
pies with the corned beef on it, just the 
way you like it. You'll feel like a new 
man. 
RALPH: Norton, you're right. I feel 
better already. Let's go. 
NORTON: Besides, tomorrow's Sat
urday and you don't have to get up 
for work. 
RALPH (pushing NORTON roughly 
through the door): What's the matter 
with you? (Follows NORTON and 
slams the door behind him.) 

Fade out. 

Fade up pool hall. Establishing 
shot of several games in progress. 
RALPH and E D are shooting at one 
table. Dolly in on door. Enter KING-
FISH and ANDY. Applause. 
KINGFISH: So dat de story, Andy. 
Sapphire an' Mama done laid down 
de law. If ah don' come up wif some 
money by sundown tomorra, dey gon
na extricate me from de premises. 
ANDY: Well, don' look at me, King-
fish. Ah broke. 

KINGFISH: Ah not lookin' at you. 
You always broke. 
ANDY: What you gonna do? 
KINGFISH: Ah don' know. Ah done 
clipped de coin box from Amos' cab, 
hocked Sapphire's diamond ring, and 
sold Calhoun's briefcase to a school
boy fo' his lunch money. Ah runnin' 
out of ideas. 
ANDY: Shorty de Barber makin' 
lotsa money pimpin. . . . 

continued 
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continued 

KINGFISH: Oh, Andy, ya dummy, 
who gonna pay anathin' to have Sap
phire? 
ANDY: You got a poin' dere, King-
fish. (They find an open table and 
begin a game.) Well, Shorty doin' 
pretty good sellin' reefer, too. 
KINGFISH: Now how ah s'pose to 
sell reefer if ah ain' got no money to 
buy reefer? 
ANDY: Look like you in a jam all 
right. 
KINGFISH (contemplative): What 
ah need is a pigeon. 
RALPH (loudly, voice over): It's no 
use, Norton. I can't keep my mind on 
the game. I gotta figure out a way to 
make some money fast. 
KINGFISH: Hmmmmmmmmmmm-
ah. (Swivels slowly, turns back to 
ANDY.) Ah think ah jus' foun' mah 
pigeon. (Takes a second look.) Infac', 
ah think ah done foun' a whole turkey. 
Ex-cuse me a minute. (Adjusts coat, 
walks to RALPH, and taps him on the 
shoulder.) 
RALPH (giving KINGFISH a quick 
glance): Sorry, pal, no spare change. 
KINGFISH: Ah think you done got 
de wrong idea, mah frien'. Y'see, ah 
couldn't he'p overhearin' yo' recent 
comments an' ah think ah might be 
able to he'p ya out. 
RALPH (turning back to KING
FISH) : You do? 

KINGFISH: Ah does. (They size 
each other up for a moment.) 
RALPH (cautiously): Uh, what did 
you have in mind, Mr. uh . . . ? 
KINGFISH: Stevens. George King-
fish Stevens. (Gestures toward the 
rear of the pool hall.) Supposin' we 

unlax wif a drink an' talk it over, Mr. 
ah 
RALPH (glancing uneasily at NOR
TON) : Yeah, uh, sure, Mr. Fish. My 
name's Kramden, Ralph Kramden. 
( K I N G F I S H leads R A L P H off 
screen, leaving ANDY and NORTON 
eyeing one another uncomfortably.) 
NORTON: Uh, hey, uh, Joe Louis 
sure was a helluva fighter! 
ANDY: Now dat ya mention it, Mar-
ciano wasn't bad "either. 
NORTON (giving ANDY a friendly 
nudge): Whaddayasay we rack 'em 
up and shoot a little pool? 
ANDY (smiling broadly): Wha, sho\ 

Cut to RALPH and KINGFISH 
standing before the water cooler. 
RALPH (aghast): You want me to 
sell what??? 

KINGFISH: Now, slow down dere. 
Calm yo'se'f. 
RALPH: Are you crazy or some
thing? That stuff can screw up your 
chromiums! 
KINGFISH: Now wait jus' a doggone 
minute. Dey ain' been no scientific 
ev'dence dat merryjewana screw up 
de chromiums. 
RALPH: But it's against the law. I 
could get twenty years for selling that 
stuff. 
KINGFISH: If you'll jus' calm down, 
ah'll 'splain it all to ya. Now, inna firs' 
place, merryjewana, or cannibal sali
va, as it is known in de medicine pro
fession, is not a neurotic drug like 
heroin or LSD-26. (Intimately.) To 
tell ya de truth, dey's been talk in vera 
high places dat it about to be legal
ized. All we doin' is beatin' evrabody 

else to de punch befo' de prices go 
down. 
RALPH: Gee, I don't know, I've 
never done anything like this before. 
KINGFISH (turning away): Okay, 
if you ain' innaressed, ah 'spose ah 
can always fin' somebody else who 
want to get rich. . . . 
R A L P H (grabs K I N G F I S H ' s 
sleeve): Wait a minute. How much 
would it cost? 
KINGFISH (turns back immedi
ately) : Ah'm vera glad you assed dat 
question, Missuh Kramden, because 
dis week we jus' happen to be runnin' 
a special on Panamanian Maroon. 
RALPH: Yeah, yeah, but how much? 
KINGFISH (stroking chin): Hmmm, 
lemme see. Well, considerin' it's you, 
I'll let ya have two poun's of de stuff 
fo' one hundred dollar. 
RALPH: A hundred dollars??? 
KINGFISH: Take it easy! Lemme 
'splain! Ah sell you two poun's of 
de stuff, see? Den you take de stuff 
an' divide it up into oh-zees—dat's 
what we call ounces uptown—an' den 
you sell dem f o ' . . . hmmm . . . at cur
rent street prices ya could get . . . 
eighty-five dollar per oh-zee? 
RALPH: Eighty-five dollars for each 
ounce? 

KINGFISH (confident now): Dat 
right, eighty-five dollar fo' each ounce. 
Does ya know when ya can lay yo' 
hands on de money? 
RALPH (determined): Mr. Fish, I'll 
see you later tonight. 

Amused trombones. 
Applause. 

Fade up RALPH'S apartment, emp
ty. Noise outside. Enter RALPH and 
ED. 
RALPH (urgently): But why won't 
you lend me the money? Do you think 
I'm gonna get arrested? 
NORTON: Nope. 
RALPH: Do you think I won't pay 
you back? 
NORTON: Nope. 
RALPH (putting hands on hips): 
Don't tell me you're one of those 
"squares" who thinks "pot" screws up 
your chromiums? 
NORTON: Nope. 
RALPH: Then why? 
NORTON: Because there's a lotta 
"bad shit" in town and it'd be a "bum
mer" if you got "burned" with my 
"bread." (Applause.) I mean, you'd 
probably "cop" the "dope" without 
even asking for a "taste." 
RALPH: Hominahominahomina . . . 
NORTON: Okay, Ralph, look. If I'm 
gonna lend you the money, it's pretty 
obvious I'd better come along and 
protect my investment. Wait here, I'll 
be right back. (Exits, running.) 
RALPH (to camera): Now where did 
he learn all that? 
NORTON (reappearing at door, wav-
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ing cash): And away we go! ( Hooks 
RALPH'S arm and pulls him through 
the door.) 
Music. 
Applause. 
Fade. 

Fade up Mystic Knights of the Sea 
lodge hall. KINGFISH is seated be
hind his desk. Clustered around him 
are AMOS, ANDY, and CALHOUN. 
AMOS (shaking his head): I always 
knew you'd do anything for money, 
Kingfish, but I sure never thought 
you'd stoop to pushing dope. 
KINGFISH: Oh, Amos, why don' you 
keep dat high-yaller morality to 
yo'se'f fo' once? 
CALHOUN: But wait a minute, 
Kingfish, you gotta consider de legal 
ramipercussions. 
KINGFISH: Dey ain' gonna be no 
legal ramipercussions! 
ANDY: You better be careful, King-
fish. Dis ain' jus' another one of yo' 
con games. Dis fo' real. 

Telephone rings, cutting off KING-
FISH's reply. He puts the receiver to 
his ear. 
KINGFISH (very official): Mystic 
Knights of de Sea lodge hall; dis de 
Kingfish speakin'. 

Split screen between LIGHTNIN' 
and KINGFISH. LIGHTNIN' is 
calling from a public phone. 
LIGHTNIN': Uhhhhh . . . Missuh 
Kingfish? . . . you, uh . . . wan' me to 
ge t . . . uhhhhh . . . de Ehler's oregano? 
. . . or de McCormick oregano? 
KINGFISH: Ah don' care what 
brand of oregano ya buy, ya dummy! 
Jus ' buy thirty-two bottles of de stuff, 
empty dem inta a bag, an' get back 
here! (Hangs up.) 

Wipe off KINGFISH. 
LIGHTNIN' : Uhhhh . . . yassuh, 
Missuh Kingfish. . . . (Hangs up, 
shuffles to spice shelves, and begins 
carefully placing bottles of oregano in 
his shopping cart.) 

Enter SAPPHIRE and MAMA, 
pushing a shopping cart. 
SAPPHIRE: Why, Lightnin', what 
you doin'? 
LIGHTNIN': Ohh, no th in ' . . . . 
SAPPHIRE (inspecting a bottle): 
Oregano? How many of these you 
buyin'? 
LIGHTNIN': Thirty-two . . . ah 
th ink . . . . 
MAMA (significantly to SAP
PHIRE) : Ah bet Baldy behin' dis. 

Cut to close-up of BALDY, looking 
harassed. 
AMOS (voice over) : Kingfish, dealin' 
in an evil and dangerous drug like 
marijuana is pretty low. (Pull back 
to include AMOS, ANDY, and CAL
HOUN.) But dealin' in fake mari
juana . . . Kingfish, it's people like you 
that give us good Negroes a bad name. 
(Exits.) 

CALHOUN: De way ah got it figured, 
Kingfish, you done de right thing, 
legality-wise. In smegmum hoc canna
bis: dem dat get burned on weed ain' 
got no Better Business Bureau to call 
up. Hee hee! 
ANDY: Dat right, Kingfish, you pret
ty smart. 
KINGFISH (hooking thumbs in arm
pits, tilting back in chair): Heh heh 
heh. Thank ya, boys, thank ya. 

There is a timid knock at the door. 
ANDY opens it, revealing RALPH 
and ED clutching each other and peer
ing about fearfully. 
RALPH: Oh, uh, hi! Is, uh, Mr. Fish 
here? 
KINGFISH (standing and extending 
his arms): Step right in, Mr. Kram-
den, step right in. (RALPH and ED 
enter single file, casting furtive 
glances over their shoulders.) Ah 
think ya both know Missuh Brown 
. . . an' dis is Algonquin J. Calhoun, 
mah attorney-in-law. (There is an un
comfortable silence.) 
NORTON (looking around): Do you 
live here? 
ANDY: Oh, no. Dis jus' our lodge 
hall—de Mystic Knights of de Sea. 
RALPH: Oh, yeah? We belong to a 
lodge, too—the Royal Order of Rac
coons. 
NORTON (aside to RALPH) : Hey, 
looks like we're not the only "coons" 

with a lodge, huh? Hahahaha. . . . 
RALPH (knocking NORTON off his 
chair with a blow to the shoulder): 
Will you shut up! You wanna get us 
killed or something? 

The door opens to admit LIGHT
NIN', bearing a brown paper bag. 
LIGHTNIN': Uhhhhh . . . here you 
is, Missuh Kingfish. Uhhhh, say . . . 
whut you want wif thirty-two bottle 
of 
KINGFISH (hurtling over desk to 
clamp hand on LIGHTNIN's mouth 
and snatch away the bag): Nice of ya 
ta drop in dere, Lightnin'. Perhaps 
we can chat fo' awhile later.... (Hus
tles him from the room and closes the 
door. Walks to RALPH and ED.) 
Well, here da stuff. Let's have da hun
dred. 
RALPH: Wait a minute, wait a min
ute. First we want a taste. (RALPH 
gives NORTON his that-oughtta-
show-'em smile. ANDY and CAL
HOUN stand and head rapidly for 
the door.) 
ANDY: 'Scuse me, Kingfish. Ah jus' 
remembered ah lef de water runnin' 
in mah bafftub. 
CALHOUN: Me too! 

ANDY and CALHOUN exit, slam
ming the door behind them. 
KINGFISH (glancing helplessly 
around the room): Uh, yeah, uh, did 
ah tell you boys about how dis Pana-
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continued 

manian Maroon is all top leaves an' 
flowers? Not only dal, it de new seed
less variety. (Leans confidentially 
toward them.) An' ah'll tell ya sum-
pin' else: at dis vera moment, over 
one hundred pound of da stuff is on 
its way to Ray Charlesl (Pauses to 
appraise the 'effect of his words.) 
NORTON: First we want a taste. 
KINGFISH: An' what's mo', dis stuff 
was brought out de mountain by mule 

train, an' 
RALPH (taking the bag from KING-
FISH) : C'mon, quit the stalling. We 
want a taste. 
KINGFISH (to himself): Holy mac-
kle. 

ED withdraws a handful. 
RALPH: Is that enough for a taste? 

NORTON nods. He and RALPH 
taste the "grass" by putting it in their 
mouths and chewing. 
RALPH: Hey, this ain't bad, huh, 
Norton? 
NORTON: Very nice boo-kay. 
RALPH (after a moment): Well, you 
feel anything yet, Norton? Norton? 
NORTON (staring fixedly at desk 
lamp; his voice takes on a distant 
quality): Hey, Ralphie . . . didja ever 
look at a light. . . how ya can see all 
them beautiful little dust pieces float-
in' around in t he re . . . . 
RALPH: Norton, I see 'em too! Does 
that mean I'm . . . stoned? 
KINGFISH: Shall ah wrap it, or do 
ya plan ta eat it here? 

Music. 
Applause. 
Fade. 

Fade up on the darkened Kramden 
apartment. Enter RALPH and ED, 
tiptoeing with exaggerated caution. 
RALPH places the bag on the table 
and wipes his brow. 
RALPH (whispering): Get the door, 
willya? 

NORTON walks to the door and 
calmly slams it. 
RALPH (in a high-powered whis
per) : Are you crazy? You wanna 
wake up Alice? (They pause briefly, 
listening for sounds of life from the 
bedroom.) C'mere. (As RALPH con
tinues, ALICE appears unnoticed at 
the bedroom door, arms folded, hair 
in curlers.) Here's what we're gonna 
do: we'll get started early and take 
the bag down to the Village. Then 
we'll find some 
ALICE: What's in the bag, Ralph? 
RALPH (clutching at E D ) : Alice! 
NORTON (disengaging himself): 
Hey, Ralph, I just remembered I left 
the water running in my bathtub. 
(Exits rapidly.) 
ALICE: What's in the bag, Ralph? 
RALPH: Hominahominahomina . . . 

ALICE withdraws a handful and 
sniffs. 
ALICE:Ralph,it smells like oregano! 

RALPH: Uh, right! That's it—oreg
ano! 
ALICE (throwing back the handful): 
Come to bed, Ralph. 
RALPH (wiping perspiration from 
his brow): Right away, Alice. (He 
follows her into the bedroom, casting a 
last backward glance at the bag.) 

Sleepy oboes. 
Applause. 
Fade. 

Fade up establishing shot of Wash
ington Square Park. Hippies, winos, 
and thugs mingle in the noonday sun. 
Move in on RALPH and ED entering 
the park through the arch. RALPH 
clutches the bag. 
RALPH: I'm tellin' ya, Norton, when 
you left last night I thought it was all 
over. But get this—Alice thought it 
was oregano! Is that a riot? 
NORTON (chuckling): Boy, she sure 
is "lame." 
RALPH (looking around): Well, 
let's get down to business. 
NORTON: Sheesh, ya can't tell the 
boys from the girls down here. 
RALPH: Hey, there's one. (Gives 
NORTON a little shove.) Go ahead, 
Norton. 
NORTON: All right, all right, don't 
rush me. (Hands behind his back, 
glancing casually in all directions, he 
edges toward a hippie and speaks 
from the corner of his mouth.) Hey, 
ya wanna "cop" some "shit"? 
HIPPIE : Huh? 

NORTON gestures with his head 
toward RALPH, who is standing a 
few feet away looking very nervous. 
RALPH (whispering fiercely): Do 
ya want some? 
HIPPIE: What, grass? Shit, yeah! 
But I don't have any bread, man. 
(Brightens.) I could give each of you 
head for an ounce. 
RALPH (to NORTON): What's 
"head"? 
NORTON: I dunno, Ralph. 
RALPH (to hippie): How much is this 
"head" worth? 
HIPPIE (licking his lips): It 's price
less, baby. I got the softest lips and 
longest tongue on the Lower East 
Side. 
NORTON (aside): Hey, Ralph, I 
think this guy's a homo. 

RALPH and ED begin backing 
away. 
RALPH: Uh, thanks anyway, heh 
heh . . . really, thanks a lot, heh heh 
. . . we'll see ya around, huh? (Con
tinues backing away to a safe dis
tance. ) 
NORTON: Whew, that was close. 
RALPH: You can say that again. 
Jeez, maybe all these guys are . . . (He 
makes a limp wrist.) 
NORTON: Why don't we try a girl? 
How about that girl? 

Zoom in to freeze-frame close-up of 

Mario Thomas. 
RALPH (voice over): Nah, too Jew
ish. How about that one over by the 
fountain. She looks easy. 

They approach a starry-eyed flow
er child. 
NORTON: Excuse me, young lady, 
would you be interested in "copping" 
a little "tea"? 
FLOWER CHILD: Ohhhhh, wow, 
are you a Scorpion? 
NORTON: Uh, no. Both me and my 
friend are Raccoons. 
FLOWER CHILD: Ohhhhhhh, I've 
never heard of that sign before. You 
guys must be very heavy. 
NORTON (glancing at RALPH): 
Well, at least one of us is. Hahaha . . . . 
RALPH (knocking NORTON a few 
feet with a shot on the arm): Cut the 
jokes, Mr. Wisenheimer, cut the jokes. 
NORTON: Sheeesh, what a grouch. 
RALPH (to flower child): So whad-
dayasay? Ya want some "grass"? 
FLOWER CHILD: Ohhhhhh, well, 
what kind of grass is it? 
RALPH: It's Panamanian Maroon. 
FLOWER CHILD: Farrrrrr out. Can 
I see some? 

NORTON: Leave this to me, Ralph. 
(Making sure the coast is clear, he 
passes her the bag behind his back. 
The flower child sniffs a handful.) 
FLOWER CHILD (in an abrupt 
change of attitude): Hey, who you 
guys trying to rip off? You want your 
asses broken? 
RALPH and ED: Huh?? 
FLOWER CHILD: This shit's oreg
ano! (She flings the handful to the 
ground and strides away.) 
RALPH: Oregano!!! Norton, I 
thought you knew all about this stuff! 
NORTON: Nah, I don't know that 
much. 

RALPH (explodes): Then where'dja 
learn all them words??? 
NORTON: Oh, from your Village 
Voice, your EVO, your Berkeley 
Barb 
RALPH: What the hell are those??? 
NORTON: Underground newspapers. 
RALPH: Where do you read under
ground newspapers??? 
NORTON: Down in the sewer, where 
else? 

Applause. 
RALPH (rolling eyes heavenward): 
Norton, I'm gonna kill you. But first, 
we're going back up to that nigger 
lodge and get our money back! (He 
strides towards an exit, NORTON 
swept along in his wake.) 

Determined trumpets. 
Applause. 
Fade. 

Fade up Mystic Knights of the Sea 
lodge hall. KINGFISH is tilted back 
in his chair, feet propped on his desk. 
ANDY and CALHOUN are seated 
on either side of him. 

continued on page 81 
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FALLOUT SHELTER 

modern survival 

GAMMA HUTCH 
THE PLAYBOY 
FALLOUT SHELTER 

by Henry Beard and Michael O'Donoghue 

A bombproof bunny bunker promises to provide buried pleasure for a holocaust-conscious man-
in-the-noah—an arkitect with a mine of his own, who prepared an underground palace afore
thought, well-shielded from prying ions, in which to pursue a half-life of lavishly elegant ease. 

When successful Michigan architect Rey-
naldo Zwieback set out to construct a bomb 
shelter in his suburban Gauche Pointe digs, he 
cast a critical masculine eye on building plans 
prepared by the Office of Civil Defense. When 
he found that these op. citadels were passel-
lacking in the pleasurable pluses department, 
he resolved to design his own custom cul-de-
S.A.C. incorporating all the requisites for lei
surely staying alive while pursuing a vast va
riety of radio-activities. The result, pictured on 
these poshly printed pages, is a subterranean 
tribute to his buried talents. 

Zwieback chose as locus for his war house 
an open stretch of ground behind his split-
level bachelor's dwelling, which he later land
scaped into a lush garden to provide conceal
ment for the host of air-intakes, scanning TV 
cameras, radar antennae, aerials, and radiation 
meters emplaced in the vicinity. The flowering 
camouflage serves a second function as well, 
since Zwieback also wanted secluded access to 
his mu-mansion to allow him to gracefully 
leave late-coming Chicken Littles in the lurch 
should he not be solus when the take-cover 
sounds. 

To this end, the flush-mounted, hydraulic-
operated blast doors, capable of sustaining all 
but a direct hit, are cunningly concealed by a 
profusion of perennials and other bloomables 
that give no clue to the hacienda-the-world that 
lies beneath. A pair of ornamental lawn fla
mingos perched casually about do double duty 
as metal maitre d'ecoys set to serve dead duck 
soup to nuts who come too close, for concealed 
in their nuzzles are the muzzles of a pair of 
machine guns. Together the avarian duo com
mands a wide field of fire ideal for tasteful 
strafing traverses that are bound to give the 
bird to interlopers. 

If it were the "real thing," as we sprinted 
through the anemones underfoot to escape the 
enemies above, we would hear the welcome 
hydraulic hum that tells us we're invited. The 
moment we step through the impact doors, we 
spot the familiar bunny raid-mark that be
speaks Zwieback's individuality and self-ex
pression, and one of the comely commodities 
it symbolizes, a pulchritudinous pubic hare in 
cloth-of-lead costume who will be our guide as 
we enter the apr&s-skedaddle abri. 

After quaffing a quick pick-up-the-pieces 
potation, proffered by our pert pilot, we head 
down a circular staircase and through a wind
ing corridor, whose right-angled construction 
limits the penetration (continued on page 80) 

A suitably attired gal-Doomsday, wearing a film badge dosimeter to remind her not to 
expose her scantily shielded charms to too many posh protons or modish mu-mesons, 
stands ready with a bountiful beaker of well-isomered imbibables to greet guests to 
architect Reynaldo Zwieback's strategic retreat far from the rockets' red glare. If a 
quick scan of the closed-circuit TV connected to a camera outside the rabbit-escutch-
eoned, copper-lined blast doors reveals a gaggle of unbidden gate-crashers seeking 
any port in a firestorm, a synchronized pair of Anson Villiers air-cooled, self-loading 
7.62 mm machine-guns are set to unleash a lavish fusillade of festive tracer bullets to 
ensure privacy, leaving the intruders to expire alfresco. 
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Dominating the master bedroom, the sanctum sanctorum of Zwieback's ultraluxe, lead-lined lair, is the Playboy Folding Cot, a miniversion of the 
popular Playboy Rotating Bed (November, 1959), tailored down from lush living to sumptuous survival size, but with all the appurtenances and 
accouterments of its oversized counter part, including a master control panel housing a multibuttoned, many-dialed electronic brain that regu
lates lighting, heating, guest-monitoring by TV, opening and closing of the blastproof doors, ventilation, and air purification throughout Zwieback's 
doomfree domain. From their vantage point atop ground zero, where their urbane host gives them demonstrations of Planck's Constant and 
The Three Body Problem, Vicki and Carol, our alert air-raid sirens, can also program hi-fi music selections for the whole nuke-nook, choosing 
apocalypso, the haunting last trump of Miles Davis, or hourly Conelrad broadcasts on 640 and 1240 AM. On the wall above the pulse-target where 
our two nu man-made dollecules are imbedded, Le Roy Neiman's compelling "Thermonuclear Fireball over the Long Par-5 Dog's-Leg 13th at 
Pebble Beach" casts an appropriate abstract-expressionist incandescence over the room. 
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Carol, our high-yield bombshell, tips the meters with a winning U-2 38- As this detailed floor plan of Zwieback's en tous casbah shows, the 
24-36 after a needle-spray shower in the sunken decontamination emphasis is on conservation of energy in a step-saving, uncomplicated 
chamber, whose see-through design provides a bird's-eye view for the layout that provides plenty of space for peaceful coexisting. From the 
curie-ous when 2?rr on the other side of the equation. If the needle on payloaded pantry, where he has prepared for the unthinkable with plenty 
the custom Atomica-Euratom Model G3X Geiger-Muller particle counter, of drinkables, to the generously proportioned rec area, where there's 
with alpha and beta windows, jumps into the red, then our femme fatale plenty of maneuvering room for war games, Zwieback has turned nu-
is too hot to handle and must step back into the sauna-cum-deradiation clear necessities into versatile virtues throughout his fallout-foiling 
station, where all the paraphernalia pertinent to roentgen-control is crevasse-buried preserve, This blueprint for swank survival makes it all 
profusely present to ensure conservation of miss. clear why this grotto's motto is: when it's simmertime, the living is A.E.C. 

While it's Nagasaki outside, it's sackanookie inside, as Carol and Vicki, a couple of near misses, prepare to grin and bare it. Even though it's a 
wreck upstairs, it's rec time downstairs, and our two-well-developed pieces drop their defenses to ponder a few daring moves to follow their 
traditional French opening in the spacious central recreation area of Zwieback's fine chateau. His well-dug digs boast a lavish library of entre 
nous entertainments to help our chessy chicks while away the Bohring hours, as well as a vast variety of inviting volumes bound to delectate 
even the most demanding bibliophile, including a calfskin edition of Roget's Thesaurus, so that when our artesian dwellers emerge to poke 
through the comucopian collection of corpora delicti and record their observations for posh posterity on portable Wollensak tape recorders, 
they'll be able to make whatever they describe sound like a menu. 
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(continued from page 77) of all but the 
most persistent particles, while providing 
another opportunity for Zwieback to per
forate any pushy party-poopers who man
aged to elude his pot-shooting poultry. 

From here, we are whisked to the 
nearby decontamination chamber for 
a thorough ablution, finally emerging 
showered, scrubbed, vacuumed, and fall
out-free. The abode's law is no clothes, 
but we haven't any objections to buffing 
it, as the thermostatically controlled en
vironment keeps Zwieback's raw hide
away at a comfortable 71 degrees regard
less of conditions outside. 

Proceeding down the corridor, we note 
the poured-concrete construction that 
Zwieback has utilized throughout his 
bomb-shaded oasis, both for practical 
and aesthetic reasons, here and there 
highlighting the massive, free-standing 
forms with bright swatches of color, like 
the oversize Old Glory that we encoun
tered as we entered. We feel a slight 
tremor, but we don't give it a second 
thought, since we know that Zwieback's 
entire raunch pad is mounted on giant 
springs to cushion the shock of nearby 
ground bursts. 

As we pass by the sipping-and-supping 
site, we find that we are just in time for 
one of this burrow's naked lunches, and 
we go in for a snack-attack on a plentiful 
platter of reconstituted Chateaubriand 
a la magordo with mushroom sauce, 
washed down with a flagon of French 
wine. We reflect that it's the fin-de-fin 
for such vins, but we are cheered by the 
prospect of never again getting caught 
by our vis a vis ordering a bottle of 
bread-and-butter in some frog eatery. 

We now adjourn to the shelter's focal 
point of informality, the rec area, which 
we notice is lighted, like the rest of 
Zwieback's last manse, with softly glow
ing low-intensity bulbs that are easy on 
the eyeballs and the batteries, and wall-
to-wall carpeted throughout with a soft 
gray lining of woven lead shag to trap 
any stray rays before they ricochet, and 
we can't help but marvel at the multitude 
of preparedness reflected throughout. 

As Zwieback s ta tes : "See, I 'm on 
t h e loose—my wife and I had a falling-
out, get i t? H a ha. So I figured, wha t 
the heck, why no t p r epa re for an x-
r ayny day! I mean , when t h e bombs 
fall, I 'll have a blast! Hey , do some 
more of t hem p ' s . " 

From now on, there's nothing to do 
but lazy living-through-it, punctuated by 
a plenitude of pleasurable pursuits and 
made more delectable when considered 
against the backdrop of declasse dying 
going on outside. Later on we'll produce 
the Browning Hi-Power Automatic we 
smuggled in in our Dopp Kit and we'll 
put a couple of copper-jacketed slugs 
into Zwieback's button-sized brain, but 
for now we're content to relax in the 
intimate, breathable atmosphere, with a 
bevy of BTU-ous bimbos, firm in our 
estimation that these miner premises are 
the logical lodgings for the unattached, 
affluent young man of leisure who seeks 
the sealed-off ambiance and well-shielded 
seclusion of a fissionless fortress far from 
the melting crowd. 

a 

Since clothing can collect radioactive par
ticles, it's no Bikini Atoll for curvacious Carol, 
who looks ready to attract any free adams into 
a high-energy bond as she curls up in one of 
the capacious, carpeted alcoves that give Zwie
back's nuclear bower a flowing, uncluttered 
look and a refreshing, free-to-roam feeling. In 
the background, vivacious Vicki, the second of 
our dyad of dryads, is all set to begin an arms 
race no one would mind losing as she relaxes 
in the lass resort's nucleus of activity, the rec 
area. Unbeknownst to his comely companions, 
should conditions necessitate an unusually 
long stay down under and air supplies become 
depleted, Zwieback can isolate one or more of 
his erstwhile playmates in any of the alcoves, 
whose clean lines conceal soundproof, air
tight panels that close at the touch of a button, 
transforming them into convenient disposal 
pits that permit occupants to perish in com
plete privacy. 

i 
With a copious cache of condensed comestibles and a plenteous panoply of palate-pleasing 
powdered provender to choose from, our comely cavern-keepers begin a Manhattan Project of 
their own in the combination bar and dining area of Zwieback's au nature! habitat. Between his 
well-stocked larder and these well-stacked lasses.Zwieback can count on a myriad of delicacies, 
dehydrated and otherwise, to keep him on his mettle while the ashes settle. After meals, the 
master of this manor for all seasons can retire to the immediately adjoining master bedroom to 
plan a preemptive first stroke, sure to be followed by missive retaliation. 
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continued from page 76 

ANDY: Yeah, ah gotta hand it to ya 
dis time, Kingfish. Ya really done did 
it. 
KINGFISH: Ah's a free man, Andy. 
Ah done give de money to Sapphire 
an' Mama dis mornin', an' we done 
buried de hatchet. Heh heh heh. . . . 

Abruptly, the door bursts open. 
RALPH enters, storms up to KING-
FISH. KINGFISH falls backward 
out of his chair. He looks innocently 
at RALPH. 
KINGFISH: Why, Missuh Kram-
den! Why, what bring you here? 
RALPH (livid): Never mind that 
stuff. Where's my money? 
KINGFISH (contemplative): De 
money . . . hmmmmmmm dere, lemme 
see . . . de money . . . . 
RALPH: Look, if I don't have the 
money in my hand by the time I 
CALHOUN: Now wait jus' a doggone 
minute. Who you think you is, bustin' 
in here like dis? You got a search war
rant? 
KINGFISH (standing, brushing him
self off): Yeah, you got a search war
rant? 
NORTON: Uh oh, I think they got us 
on that one, Ralph. It 's called illegal 
search and seizure, a violation of civil 
rights. Just the other day, in the Vil
lage Voice, Nat Hen toff said 
R A L P H (slamming NORTON'S 
shoulder): You're gonna get Nat 
Hentoff right between the eyes! 
(Turns back to KINGFISH.) Now 
listen, you. You might have been able 
to fool this poor slob (gesturing to 
NORTON), but you gotta get up 
pretty early in the morning to put one 
over on Ralph Kramden. This stuff's 
oregano! 
KINGFISH: Oregano!! Ohhhh, Mis
suh Kramden, ya got me all wrong. 
Dis de fines' Panamanian Maroon 
grown, plucked from de very bosom of 
Mother Terra Firma herself. Ain' dat 
right, Andy? 
ANDY: Dass right, Kingfish. 
KINGFISH: Here, ah'll prove it to 
ya. Calhoun, roll us a few reefer. 
CALHOUN: Me? Kingfish, are ya 
forgettin' mah station? Why, ah sworn 
to uphold de law in all its 
KINGFISH: Ah, never min', ya ba
boon. We'll jus' taste de stuff like 
dese gennamums here did. (Takes 
the bag from RALPH and distributes 
small handfuls to ANDY and CAL
HOUN, whispering to them.) Jus ' 
follow me, boys. (Chews and becomes 
instantly transformed.) Oh, mah! 
Look at all dem li'l dus' things! 
ANDY: Yeah, ah see dem, Kingfish. 
Ain' dey sumpin'! (Elbows CAL
HOUN in the ribs.) 
CALHOUN: Oh, yeah, look at all 
dem little muthas! 

KINGFISH sneaks a glance t at 
RALPH and ED. 
NORTON: Jeez, lookit them, Ralph. 

Maybe the stuff is for real. 
KINGFISH (running toward the 
radio): Oh mah, oh mah, ah suddenly 
feel de need fo' some rivum an' bloo! 
(Switches radio on.) Hey, Andy, it 
Areefa Franklin!!! 
ANDY (running'to KINGFISH) : 
Uh . . . yeah! Areefa! How 'bout dat! 
CALHOUN: Sock it to me, Areefa! 
KINGFISH (abruptly switching off 
radio, running to TV): Hey, Andy, 
tes' patterns! (Switches on TV. 
ANDY and CALHOUN rush to join 
him.) Wow, look at dat one! (Switch
es off TV.) Oh, dis Panamanian Ma
roon sho' do wipe me out! (Sinks to 
hands and knees.) Heyyyy, look at 
dis wood grain! 

ANDY (running to window): Mah 
hebbens, look at dat cloud! 
CALHOUN (gaping at wall): Yeah, 
an' ya oughtta dig all dese boss cracks 
in de plaster. Dey beautiful! 

Enter SAPPHIRE and MAMA. 
Applause. Unnoticed, they stop and 
stare, arms folded. 
KINGFISH (shouting): Hey, Andy, 
issin evrathing beautiful? 
ANDY: Yeah, sho is, Kingfish. 
CALHOUN (making a vee with his 
fingers): Hey, Kingfish: peace! 
KINGFISH: Yeah! An' love! 
CALHOUN: Yeah! Peace an' love! 
KINGFISH: Yeah, peace to the 
worl'! Peace to evrabody! Peace to 
you, Andy! Peace to you, Calhoun! 
Peace to you, Sapphire! Sapphire??? 
SAPPHIRE: George Stevens, what's 
goin' on around here? 
KINGFISH: Hominahominahomina. 

Applause. 
MAMA: Ah knew dat between Light-
nin' buyin' dat oregano an' you givin' 
us dat hundred dollars, you wuz up to 
sumpin'. 
RALPH: Then it was oregano! Give 
me back my money! 
SAPPHIRE: Then this is yo' hun
dred dollars! 
K I N G F I S H (holding his head) : 
Ohhhhhh, me. 
ANDY (heading for the door): 'Scuse 
me, Kingfish, it mah bafftub again. 
CALHOUN (following): Me too, 
Kingfish. See ya! 

They exit. 
SAPPHIRE (to R A L P H ) : Well, I 
guess this belongs to you. (Hands 
RALPH the money. Turns to KING
FISH.) An' as fo' you, you get yo' 
spade ass back up de house. Ah got a 
few things to say to you. 
RALPH (to SAPPHIRE) : Baby, 
you're the greatest! (Throws arms 
around her and kisses her.) 
KINGFISH (being dragged from 
room by MAMA): Hmmm, guess ah 
was wrong about ol' Sapphire. (Loud
ly.) Hey, Missuh Kramden, fo' one 
hundred dollar she yo's fo' de night! 

Closing theme. 
Tumultuous applause. • 

Making love 
is your 
business. 
Keeping it 
private 
is ours. 

Whether you live in a big city with its 
crowded drugstores, or in a small town 
where people know each other so well, 
obtaining male contraceptives without 
embarrassment can be a problem. 

Now, Population Planning Associates 
has solved the problem... by offering 
reliable, famous-brand male contra
ceptives through the privacy of the 
mail. Popular brands like Trojan and 
Sultan. The exciting pre-shaped Con-
ture. The supremely sensitive Prime. 
And many more. All are electronically 
tested and meet rigorous government 
standards of reliability. 

We'll be glad to send you our free 
illustrated brochure which describes 
the products and services that we have 
been bringing to 10,000 regular cus
tomers for nearly two years. Or send 
just $3 for a sampler pack of a dozen 
contraceptives — three each of four 
leading brands — plus our brochure. 
Money back if not delighted! 

For free brochure or $3 sampler 
mailed in plain package, write: 

Population Planning Associates, Dept.C-165 
105 No. Columbia, Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514 

SHOCKING! 

SUPPRESSED! 

This is the cover of a publication published in 
California. It was first printed in 1965, yet this 
issue still sells several thousand copies each 
year —without advertising until now! Until now 
because this magazine by its very nature of
fended all prudes and censorship groups. Even 
now with the present day intelligent attitude 
toward censorship it is impossible for this ad to 
have our name, or any of our naughty copy and 
illustrations, but it does have a message for you. 
There IS a magazine that you will treasure and 
save and reread and show to your friends. A 
magazine that will be mailed to you by first 
class mail in a plain sealed envelope. There are 
four issues of this magazine-book available, 
each issue the result of over a year's work by its 
two creators, one artist and one writer. This is 
not a slick, trite magazine full of ads and reci
pes, this is a gutslaminer of a magazine that 
believes nothing is sacred and that mankind is 
in trouble. This is a satirical magazine, this is a 
sex magazine, this is an adult magazine for 
readers with adult minds. You don't save the 
'slick' magazines you buy, now is the time to 
buy a magazine you will save. It never goes out 
of date. Its initials are'HS. Send S5 for two 
issues or save time (and get a free cartoon 
book) by ordering all four available issues for 
S10. Mailed first class in plain sealed envelopes. 
This may well be the most important single pur
chase you make this year! 0RDER N0W FR0M: 

EQUINE PRODUCTS BOX361-M 
HERMOSA BEACH, CALIF. 90254 
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FOR A LON6 TIME AND WHEN 
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If the world doesn't excite you anymore, 
maybe it's because you've allowed 
yourself to stop growing. 

Maybe, without realizing it, you've 
been sitting on the sidelines while 
some of the greatest intellectual ad
ventures of all time are taking place. 

Take the sciences, for example. 
Discovery by discovery, they're start
ing to come within striking distance 
of what makes this universe tick. Or 
the social sciences: they're learning 
what really makes us act the way we 
do. Why we wage war, make peace, 
make love. Or the arts: traditional 
barriers are breaking down every
where—to the consternation (and 
sometimes delight) of critics. 

The only problem is that each 
branch of science and art presents 
its findings in its own little group of 
magazines. And there are hundreds 
and hundreds of them—far too many 
for one person to follow. 

That's why INTELLECTUAL DIGEST was 
created. Every month, our editors 
comb over 300 scholarly and profes
sional periodicals. From American 
Journal of Sociology to Daedalus. 
From Dissent to American Psycholo
gist. From Physics Today to Paris 

Review. And when we find an article 
of unusual significance—or excite
ment—we reprint it for you . . . 
in full, whenever possible. 

A few recent examples: 
A pioneer aerobiologist 

explains how clouds may 
be used to reduce the 
pollutants in our atmo
sphere. (Natural History) 

A b i o c h e m i s t ex
plains how a virus may be 
used to cure diabetes. (Amer
ican Scientist) 

What went on every Saturday night 
at Rue de Fleurus . . . the home of 
Gertrude Stein. (Art in America) 

Kenneth Clark tells why he op
poses black studies programs. (Anti-
och Review) 

Complimentary issue 
See for yourself. Just mail the cou
pon below and the latest issue will be 
sent to you. Then take two weeks to 
make your final decision about sub
scribing at our special half-price 
charter rate. 

INTELLECTUAL DIGEST 6327 
P.O. Box 2986 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 

Please send my complimentary issue 
and enter my charter half-price sub
scription for 11 additional issues at 
only $5 (a total savings of 50% on the 
regular $10 price). I may cancel with
in 14 days after receiving it if not fully 
satisfied. 

• Bill Me • $5 enclosed 

Name. . . 

Address 

City 

State Z i p . . . 
Add 50tf for Canada and $2 for Foreign, 
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Men! 
And a man's only a man, but a good 

Pink Lady is a drink! 
Ruby Kipling, The Betrothed 

As a jewel of gold in a swine's snout, 
so is a handsome man which is with
out discretion. The Bible 

"The Book of Ruth," 11:22 

Neither earth nor ocean / Produces 
a creature as savage and monstrous 
as man. Sappho, The Trojan Men 

Man was God's first mistake. 
Frederika Nietzsche, Thus Spoke 

Clytemnestra 
Men are as apples, whose sweeting 

fruit, / Being once bitten, doth rot 
that very hour. 

Queen Elizabeth I, Twelfth Night 

No man should ever be quite ac
curate about his age. It looks so cal
culating. 

Esther Wilde, The Difficulty of 
Being Merry 

Men, as they are like riddles in 
being unintelligible, so generally re
semble them in this that they please 
us no longer once we know them. 

Alexandra Pope, Thoughts on 
Various Subjects 

. In last week's dramatic guerrilla ac
tion to protest discrimination in the 
publishing field, the National Lam
poon's editorial offices were complete
ly taken over by men. Here's what 
they came up with: 
How to Score with Chicks/101 fool
proof ways to get a beautiful blond 
stewardess into your bed and out 
again before you can say "Joe Na-
math." 
Man's Best Friend May Be His Last/ 
If you don't have a cool drink and a 
hot meal waiting for you when you get 
home, maybe you'd better settle for 
a warm heart and a cold nose. 
A Rhinestone As Big As the Taft/ 
How come Scott wrote all those big 
books when he couldn't even spell? 
Whatever became of those thick 
sheaves of foolscap that Zelda buried 

just inside the asylum gates every 
week? And what exactly was Hem
ingway's strange passion for animals 
. . . particularly dead animals? 
Stacked Like Me /Take your average 
cho-pig liberal, give him silicone in
jections, and turn him loose as a top-
Jess shoeshine girl in downtown L.A. 
My Gun Is Cute/by Germaine Spil-
lane. Australia's tallest woman de
tective always gets her man—and the 
Pink Lady Caper is no exception. 
Norman the Barbarian/Son of Bren
dan, son of Dylan, the doughty, 
dauntless warrior whose blood is a 
heady cocktail of the weird tribes of 
Hibernia and Zion, fights the armored 
Amazons of Clitoria to a standstill, 
only to find himself in microphone-
to-microphone combat with the god
less aesthetes of the doomed city of 
New Ore. 

The Men's Pages/Mr. Chisholm takes 
you on a tour of the White House, 
Debbie Reuben explodes the myth 
of the penile orgasm, and much, much 
more. 
Plus: Much, much more, including 
round cigars and spherical bananas, 
old switcheroos, confusion of sex roles, 
father-in-law jokes, chick jokes, Tam-
pax jokes, beefcake photos, skin, dirt, 
sweat, chest hair, and male chauvin
ism. • 
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